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ISSUE N®Q 


City Pardons Newsboxes 
But Law Still on Books 


The City has told us they will not 
enforce a law banning THE 
PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT’S 
newsboxes from street corners in 
downtown Center City, at least until 
after the Nov. 4 election. We are cur- 
rently looking at how to get the law 
altered by City Council or over- 
tumed in court. We feel it is our 
| | duty to make sure that Philadelphia's 
next newspaper enjoys the same lib- 
erties that we have had. As long as 
this law remains on the books, those 
|| liberties are in peril. we 


BY CHRISTINE SMALLWOOD 


BERLIN, Germany—The chub- 
by blond man thumped his purple | 
blouse and laughed with the two 
women, also blond, in his booth. 
“This is my special sales shirt!” he 
exclaimed, his face slightly red. If he 
is like the average gallerist in atten- 
dance at this year’s Art Forum 
Berlin, a maze of white walls, candy- 
striped food and drink vendors, 
smokers searching for ash trays, 
aggressive pamphleteers and cell 
phone chatter, he will need all the 
help he can get to hawk his wares. 

No one is under the delusion that 
the Art Forum, or any other visual 
art fair, is only, or even, about the 
art. It’s kind of about the art, and 
it’s kind of about the drinking, and 
it’s kind of about the buying, and 
it’s kind of about the selling, and it’s | 
kind of about the schmoozing. It’s 
kind of about taking breaks and 
meeting people and eavesdropping. 
It’s definitely about the glass struc- 
ture on the back terrace by the spit- 
ting fountains, filled with fog, in 
which you can lose yourself for a 
minute or two and try not to choke | 
to death. Art fairs are big interna- 
tional trade shows where galleries 
gather to sell work to collectors, 
private and institutional. Basel 
(Switzerland), Basel Miami (Basel’s 
winter vacation), Cologne 
(Germany) and, some say, the 
Armory Show (New York), are 
known as money makers with a 


AT FOOTBALL CAME 


& Delicous Bread Makes Good Eats 


Phila—From the throngs of green 

spilling out of orange subways to the 
| progress of spectators toward the 
arena of play, we note jingles and 
logos splashed overhead across tem- 
plates of silicon and glass. We are 
handed free bags of potato crisps as 
legions of intoxicated men who 
resemble Bryan Adams crowd the 
gates and raise the cry of battle, a 
howl somewhat diluted by the 


Even so, a current of excitement 
grips us as we ascend to our seating 


and settle in for this contest of plas- 


hover close to the athletes. Bold 
pigeons peck mere yards from play, 
the chorus of approving fans rever- 
berates at each pass completion, the 
wholesome, innocuous cheer of the 
citizens enthralled by color and 
man-strength. 
Meanwhile, rap and classic rock 


motion and 


Berlin | unnaturally uniform female dancers 
| shake it in rows along the field until 
finally, in the hands of Fate and a 
capable defense, our winning score 
proves secure, and so forfeiting the 
final thirteen seconds of the game we 
hurry through fluorescent corridors 
into the high, heady night, joined 
suddenly by thousands whose senti- 


more conservative bent. 
bears the prestige of being the old- 
est fair exclusively devoted to con- 
temporary work. Since its birth in | 
1996, however, it has lost its reputa- 
tion for being particularly, or even 
slightly, lucrative. 

“Sell at Berlin? If I want to sell, I 
go to Cologne,” joked Paul 
Judelson, of New York’s I-20, to 
those in his booth. But this year, 
most gallerists agree that the real 
threat to Berlin isn't one of the 


ments of vicarious relief and triumph 


cross streets and board trains invinci- 
bly, for we, too, are victors. # 


EAGLES BEAT RSKINS | 


Circus Strongmen Perform Brave Feats | 


LINCOLN FINANCIAL FIELD, | 


DP iladelphi 


TWELVE 


NORTH PHILLY DRUG DEALERS SAY 
SAFE STREETS HAS FAILED TO STOP 
THEIR BUYERS OR THEIR BUSINESS 


OCTOBER 200 


drug arrests and violent crime. 


entropic march of the centuries. | 


alternate in egalitarian fashion as | 


meld and merge with our own, we | 


have not. 


Bordered by Ridge Avenue, Fairmount 
Avenue, and N. 19th Street, Francisville is one 
of the North Philadelphia communities cov- 
ered by Operation Safe Streets, Mayor John 
Street's $100 million program to increase 
neighborhood police presence. Safe Streets 
began in May 2002, when the Philadelphia 
Police Department started patrolling the city’s 
most drug-ridden areas intensively, concen- 
trating on 300 street corners with histories of 


BY JUSTIN “SOUL-ONE” BEDFORD 


s a resident of Francisville, I see Operation 

Safe Streets in action nearly every day. To 
complement last month's interview with Safe 
Streets police officers, THE PHILADELPHIA 
INDEPENDENT asked me to interview street-cor- | 
ner drug dealers about their perspectives on Safe | 
Streets and its overall effectiveness. Initially I 
was intimidated by the assignment, not because I 
was afraid to approach these guys (some even 
| occasionally sit on my steps), but rather because 
| I wanted to present their views in an unbiased 
manner. I talk to these guys everyday, so I know 
tic will, from a carpeted’ skybox we | most of their stories. Some are in school or have 
watch with the casual enthusiasm of | gone to college, some work, some are fathers, 
gods as the implements of broadcast | some have criminal records and some do not. 
Some aspire to greater things in life and have 
made positive strides towards their goals. Some 


Streets: 
How has operation Safe Streets affected you? 


over. Know what I’m saying? You can't stop busi- 


demand there’s gon’ be a supply, so really, it does- | 


mean? If that’s the word you wanna use. It really | 
don’t matter, you can’t stop nuttin’. Long as | 
somebody wanna get high, somebody gon’ find a | 
drug to sell it. So, ain't no safe streets. [Police] 
make $90,000 dollars a year for standin’ out? | 
Doin’ whatever you wanna do? Basically just 
wastin’ time. Basically just sittin’ out with your 
eyes and your ears open ... you not gonna see, ya 
not gonna really see nuttin’. ‘Cause who gon’ sell 
drugs in front of you? Who gon’ shoot somebody 
in front of you? Not too many people gon’ do | 
that. So basically you standin’ out there jus’ being 
who you are. 
How has Safe Streets changed your daily routine? 
K: It hasn't. 
How have the behavior and enforcement methods 
of police officers changed during the program? 
Shizz (SZ): Some a them mu’fuckas think that 
they can talk—talk to you like shit though, and 
think that you can't say nuffin’ back though like | 


we ain't got rights either though. But sometimes, 


“Two blocks up and one block over ... Wherever there’s a 
demand there’s gon’ be a supply, y’know what I mean?” 


AN ANECDOTAL AUDIT OF JOHN STREET’S ANTI-CRIME PROGRAM, PART 2 OF 2 


What follows is a transcription of my interview | they starts the bullshit. I think I can speak my 
with K-Rock and Shizz, two guys who have dealt | mind. I think if he say somethin’ to me, I can 
illegal drugs in the midst of Operation Safe speak my mind, man. I know you a cop and I’m 

gon’ respect you as you a cop but you not gon’ say 
| what you wanna say to me an’ think I’m not gon’ 

K-Rock (K): To me, it really don’t affect busi- | say nothing back to you. We people, ya’ mean? 
ness, you know? It’s just a matter of shifting. All| K: They sayin’, “Well I’ll lock you up for disor- 
you gon’ do is go two blocks up and one block | derly conduct.” How? Why? 

SZ: But when you know your rights, they 
ness. Business gon’ come. Wherever there’s a switch up quick. 

K: Like, a lot a times I'll talk to an officer and 
n't matter. Street economics, y'know what I | they'll view me like, “Aw, this a street thug. He | 
don’t know what he talkin’ about.” But then once 
they realize that I have a college degree and that 
I work, then they wanna backtrack. 

In terms of people that buy from you, have they had 
to watch out more? 

K: Two blocks up and one block over. Ya do | 
have to be aware cause ya not gon’ do nothin’ in 
front of ’em. ; 

Has the volume increased or decreased? 

K: ’S basically just rerouted. Then it doesn't 
really matter because, if you shut down ... 
somebody else is gon’ open. The volume is gon’ 
stay the same. If I wanna get high, I’m gon’ get 
high. If I gotta catch the bus and go to 
Germantown, I’ll do that. If you not gon’ be 
| open, the-person down the street gon’ be open, 
the person ‘round the corner, the person ‘cross 
town. I’m gon’ find some way to get high. So, it 
| doesn’t matter, you got cops standin’ on this 


then 


turn to SAFE STREETS, page 3 


el crime 


pyramid schemes 


~ 


Former college students are paying 
back their student loans by tutoring 
prospective college _ students. 
Unemployed persons are seeking 
freelance employment as professional 
writers of resumés. Rich men ask that 
you pay them to learn the secret of 


their wealth. Waiters are taking turns | 
serving one another, and leaving big | 


tips. Cooks are serving salads, which 
do not satisfy. Beggars are asking for 


exact change. They turned off the | 


power so the bill can’t be found. All 
| day long the trains, they run in circles. 
Internships abound. # 


older events, but the London Frieze 


Fair, a new show with a contempo- 
rary focus. The Frieze Fair is spon- 
sored by Frieze magazine, the mar- 
riage of a for-profit cultural event 
with a for-profit magazine. It has 
managed to draw many of Berlin's 
most established galleries away 
from their own city to the new | 
London show. Meanwhile, the 
Berlin fair moved from modern 
halls to older exhibition grounds 
dating to the Nazi era. The fair’s 
planners say this was a move 
intended to limit the number of 
galleries and afford a more com- 
fortable viewing experience, but it’s 
unclear if the fifty-some fewer busi- 
nesses in attendance are the cause 


CISEPTA 


or effect of the move. 

Germans take their babies and 
dogs into the most unfortunate of 
places. At the launch party for a new 
Berlin-based art magazine, 
u_SPOT, conveniently held the 
week of the fair, 1 saw a young fel- 
low carry his terrier into the men’s 
room. There didn’t seem to be any | 
canine attendees at the fair opening, 


Strawberry Mansion Dauphin 
but there were what can only be cates 


5 Ant Museum Fairmount and Penn. Ave 
described as an unreasonable num- E. State Penk pyre 
ber of strollers. Near one of the fair's || me ents 


four coffee bars (not including the | 
VIP lounge) I saw a grandmother 


turn to BERLIN, page 12 | 

JANUARY 14TH, 1960: Very cold. Milly came 
home today to say . Went back to 
school, Went up with Pam. Bought fish 
and chips for lunch. Went to see Daddy in 
evening. Man sharing room. Saw Mike, much 
better. Daddy very well. Had lovely stew. 
JANUARY 15TH, 1960; More snow. Up and took 


PLEASE FILL OUT THE SURVEY | 
The Survey on Page Seven. Tell us what you'd 
like to see herein, and we will accommodate. | 


ADVERTISE IN THE INDEPENDENT 
‘The best readers in town. The newspaper you keep. 
Call 215-351-0777 to speak with the Publisher. 


Big Crazy Plans: Page 4 


Museum Line 
Subway Plan 


Locations of Major Stations 


a FIVE YEAR DIARY #« 


< @ 


Pennsport 2nd end Wharton 
Synder Plaza Front and Mckean 
Navy Yard Bus. Center Broad and Preble Ave 
Shipyard Porter and Seventh 
Girard College 


a dress to Molly. Had coffee and talked. Wrote 
five letters in afternoon for See Very early in 
morning Mummy worked about fire and 
fridge. JANUARY 16TH, 1960: Did shopping in 
morning, Talked to Joan and rites with baby, 
Bacon sandwiches for lunch. Watched T.V. in 
afternoon. We did not have meal ... 


| your attention too greatly, and 


a” opinion 


The Politics of Fear 


BY HOWARD GOODMAN 

wo years after the Sept. 11 attacks, the president of the United 
sci has encapsulated our subsequent history into a Clint 
Eastwood sound bite: “Terrorists—cold-blooded killers—declared war 
on America. War is what they got.” George W. Bush said that to an 
adoring crowd—people who paid $2,000 apiece and cheered loudly at 
the mention of his meaty tax cuts for the well off—last month in Fort 
Lauderdale. The tough tone always gets cheers from Bush admirers. 
But it disguises the fact much of this war is ours not by necessity, 
but by choice. It was al-Qaida that attacked us on that horrible morn- 
ing two years ago. We answered by striking the militant Islamists’ ter- 
ror camps in Afghanistan and destroying the Taliban government that 
gave them cover. That made sense. Yet neo-conservatives and hawks in 
the White House and Pentagon soon seized on the horror of 9-11 to 
realize their reverie of re-doing the 1991 Gulf War of George Bush I, 
which ended with Saddam Hussein still in power. They started a 
drumbeat—a low mix of fear and exaggeration—about Saddam 
Hussein's cruelty (no secret), his hatred of America and Israel (old 
news) and the imminent threat to us from weapons of mass destruc- 
tion (a selective reading of dubious intelligence reports? a lie?). Before 


~ 


turn to GOODMAN, page 14 


“a essay ~ 


mn terms 


pull out of school, wv. 


~ 


“School” consists of the hours 
between 9 a.m. and 6 p.m., exclud- 


| ing the weekends. The polite pre- 


sumption is that everyone is tied up 
doing something productive and 


| worthwhile with these hours. One 


must have a good reason to pull 


| another out of school; it must be a 


THE SPACE IS FULL, THE WORDS ARE EMPTY | 


Eighty-two percent of everything ts little more than nothing 


eS ae have lowered your eyes to | as the height of humdrum, the 
this small and tidy square 

because you crave easy literature 
and digestible doses of pop- 


humanism. You want one or two 
paragraphs which shall not test 


very blurbs, ground up out of the 
chuck round of life, are in truth a 
disservice to your own normalcy. 
They call you regular because you 
do not wear a lampshade for a hat, 


which will shine the bland light of | 
whimsy upon another dullardry of 
common life. You expect these 
authors to be all day at the window, 
watching for the most unusual 
passer-by or the most entertaining 
conspiracy of ordinariness—a poo- 
dle in a sweater, a clown in dunga- 
rees, an honest policeman. 

Well, damn your expectations. 

It happens all too often that life 
does not offer any such instances, 
but instead gives us more of that 
steady stream of stuff that we fail 
to notice, but which is the stuff of 
our existence, the aether that fills 
the gaps between whatever it is 
that counts. Only that which 
escapes any notice can be exalted 


do not have the winning zinger in 


bank: “Well then I'd better make 
| another withdrawal!” or some 
such. Well this column, for one, is 
dedicated to all that non-action 
that lives in the vast interstices of 
News Fit to Print. The sound of 


cold tea flooding across the table, 
staining the page; the entire twen- 
ty-four hours that pass you by, 
leaving you back at home strug- 
gling to honestly answer the ques- 
tion “What happened to me 
today?” You say Nothing, and you 
mean it. # 


essence of the everyday. These | 


they dismiss you to the back- | 
ground of the world because you | 


a witty exchange on line at the | 


your whistling nose; the pool of | 


necessary, urgent and unusual need, 
such as a move, a fire, a live birth or 
some other emergency. Even when 
these criteria are met, the purchase 
of a hot meal in a restaurant is usu- 
ally advisable to maintain a stable 


| economy of favors. # 


|| spoiled spendthrift pets who refuse 


TOO BIG TO READ 


ON THE SUBWAY. 


BEHOLDEN TO 
NO ONE. 


50 cents IN Puta. $1 ELSEWHERE 


Chilly Season Brings Hunt 
for Cheap Heat Sources 


The price of raising the room 
temperature of a studio apartment 
fourteen degrees Farenheit through 
the fall and winter seasons, given 
typical inefficiences such as poor 
insulation and the appeasement of 


to wear sweaters, is $618. If that 
seems a little steep, it’s because 
PECO and PGW acquire their 
electricity wholesale through long- 
term reciprocal exchanges of heat- 


same. A 170-pound person will 
release 583 calories in the course of a 
night's sleep, which adds up to 115 
watt-hours for the season. Retained 
and distributed through the thermal 
reservoir array known as the blanket, 
this is enough heat-energy to raise 
the bed temperature twenty-five 


degrees. Therefore we recommend | | 


purchasing heat on the retail market 
ed as a stopgap measure. | 


ISABEL FELLS TREES 
LIKE TIPSY DUCKPINS 


Hurricane Clearcut Blocks Roads, 
Cuts Power, Makes For Easy Climbs 


BY MALLORY HANSEN 


RICHMOND, Va.—Outside I 
was greeted by a fallen army of 
uprooted deciduous heroes. Trees 
that had once shaded Edgar Allen 
Poe were no-longer shelter for the 
ravens. Nature had decimated her 
own stout centurians, and their 
thirsty corpses greeted the streets 
with skeleton arms. From spindly 
saplings to sweet sugar maples and 
gargantuan oaks, no tree was left 
unscathed. Their roots formed 
hands in prayer to the heavens 
above. But while the trees were vic- 
tims of the sky, we were the victims 
of the trees. They bombarded our 
bedrooms, 
shields, and stole our telephone 
lines. Their open branches were 


smashed our wind- 


beckoning me in. 

The trees tops that were once 
normally out of reach for all but 
squirrels and the most daredevilish 
child were now toppled and beg- 
ging for exploration. The feeling of 
reaching the summit one gets while 
resting in the top of a tree doesn’t 
change, even when the tree is lying 


on its side. a 


Edw 


where literature and politics collide. Said was thrust into endless con- 
troversy and a degree of prominence—especially in the Arab world— 
virtually unparalleled among intellectuals. Almost involuntarily, Said 
found himself cast as the intellectual spokesman of the Palestinian 
cause, and took upon his shoulders the anguish not only of millions of 
Palestinians, but much of the Arab world as well. 

To defend the truth in our world these last few years, where lies are 
increasingly the only currency, is a tiring job for an ailing man. We 
needed Said badly, and yet it was painful to watch this great mind 
called out to answer every third-rate hack who suggested that Islam was 
a religion of violence. Every time Said had to respond to such absurd 
claims was perhaps a moment wasted. 

He is survived by his wife, two sisters, a daughter, a son, and a 


daughter-in-law. # 


obituary 


ard Said 


1935-2003 


n Wednesday, September 26, Edward Said lost his decade-long 
battle with leukemia, and the rest of us lost Edward Said. Said led 
many lives, all of them impeccably accomplished. He was a Palestinian 
and an American; a distinguished literary critic—the author of 
Orientalism, perhaps the most influential work of literary criticism of 
the last quarter-century; a prominent political commentator; and a 
skilled classical pianist and music critic. As the years passed, Said 
became known less for his literary interests and more for his political 
work; even his worthy successor volume to Orientalism, 1992's Culture 
and Imperialism, was received in a context more political than literary. 
Said was born in 1935 in Jerusalem, which was then part of 
Palestine under the control of the United Kingdom. After studying in 
Cairo, he moved to the United States, where he received a bachelor's 
degree from Princeton and a master's and Ph.D. from Harvard. He 
later taught at Columbia, Johns Hopkis and Yale. He was a member of 
the Palestinian parliament-in-exile for fourteen years. 
Beginning in the late 1970s, with the publication of The Question of 
Palestine, Said emerged from academia into the bloody crossroads 


~ 


energy with a small network of || 
trusted suppliers. You should do the | | 


GHETTOPOW’ GAME 
~ FILS FOR $32 AT 
“URBAN OUTFITTERS 


“Stolen Property Fencing Game” 
Turns Life of Poverty and Crime 
Into Diversion for Dorm or Den 


| $220 MILLION COMPANY SELLS 
ANOTHER INSIDE JOKE: 
“LET'S PLAY BLACK & POOR!” 


Game's Creator Says He Learned 
“Culture of the Ghetto” from MTV, 
| Hip-Hop Lyrics and Video Games 


LOCAL NAACPS PROTEST 
IN FLORIDA, SEATTLE 


BY ROWAN KAISER 


CENTER CITY, Phila.—Urban 
Outfitters is selling a board game 
called “Ghettopoly,” in which play- 
ers sell crack, visit prostitutes, steal 
and murder in a low-income and 
mostly black neighborhood. 

The game has drawn accusations 
of racism from black clergy and 
NAACP chapters around the coun- 
try, and has caused at least one 
employee of the $220 million 
Philadelphia-based firm to resign 
from her job in protest. 

Urban Outfitters did not return 
several calls and emails seeking 
comment. An internal memoran- 
dum from the company obtained by 
The Philadelphia Independent 
shows that Urban Outfitters con- 
tinued to sell the game even after 
senior employees at the company 
were aware of complaints from 
Chicago's black community. The 
memorandum instructs employees 
at Urban’s Philadelphia call center 
to refer customers who complain 
about Ghettopoly to a company 
email address. The memorandum 
said “It is imperative that we do not 
deviate from this statement or offer 
any additional information. It is 
appropriate to be respectful and 
sensitive, but please do not apolo- 
gize for, commiserate with, or share 
personal opinions with the caller.” 
The memorandum was marked 
“confidential.” 

The box of Ghettopoly depicts a 
black man wearing sunglasses and a 
bandana. He holds a bottle labeled 
“MALT” in one hand and a semi- 
automatic firearm in the other. 
Instead of the top hat and the scot- 
ty dog, players can choose between 
a marijuana leaf, a rock of crack 
cocaine, a machine gun, a malt 
liquor bottle, a pimp, and a prosti- 
tute as their gamepieces. The object 
of the “stolen property fencing 
game” is to go “round ‘n round the 
ghetto trying to buy stolen property 
and acquire the most money,” 
according to a press release from the 
David Chang. 
Nearly every person depicted by the 


game's creator, 


game is black, poor and engaging in 


turn to GHETTO, page 6 
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“Destroy all Messieurs.” # 
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New socteties and publications forming. Typewriters 
for sale. Lange boy needed to stabilize sofa, Page 1S 


NEWSPAPER SEEKS INTERNS 
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& reporting on news within the city See Pages 2 & 12 
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The paper that never sleeps! 


The paper that answers 
the phone! 


On Jolin Street 


ik is nearly impossible to accurately and impar- 
tially assess the impact of Mayor John Street’s 
term, because he hasn't taken the necessary pains 
to monitor the progress of his two most visible 
initiatives—Operation Safe Streets (at a cost of 
at least $100 million) and the Neighborhood 
Transformation Initiative ($1.6 billion)—or 
engage the city in a discussion about whether we 
should be spending our very limited resources on 
these programs. Operation Safe Streets seems 
like a sensible idea; spend more money on 
neighborhood policing to help deter crime. But 
Street has all but taken the program's effective- 
ness as a given, citing the Philadelphia Police 
Department's own notoriously unreliable statis- 
tics and occasionally adjusting them on the fly 
whenever they did not prove politically expedi- 
ent. He neglected to establish small control areas 
within Safe Streets neighborhoods for the pur- 
pose of statistical comparison, nor has he com- 
missioned an independent audit of the program. 
Either one of these could have objectively 
demonstrated a need for Operation Safe Streets 


j (ifithere is such a need)-to the entire city at a rel- 


atively modest cost: By failing to take obvious 
external monitoring measures, Street has left the 
field wide open to anecdote and conjecture. In 
Issues Eleven and Twelve, we attempted to con- 
duct a small-scale microcosmic study of the pro- 
gram, interviewing two police officers and two 
drug dealers who face it every day. Our inter- 
views suggested that it is simple to show how 
Safe Streets eliminates criminal activity from 


targeted corners, but nearly impossible to 
demonstrate that it has had any direct effect on 
crime citywide. 

While it is easier to trace the direct results of 
the Neighborhood Transformation Initiative, 
which set out to knocking down thousands of 
abandoned buildings clear land for develop- 
ment, the program's value is less than certain. 
The reasoning behind this program confounded 
us from the beginning. North Philadelphia has 
no shortage of empty space; why spend a billion 
dollars to add even more vacant lots to the pres- 
ent surplus? The city has done a respectable job 
of supporting and expanding commercial corri- 
dors along Girard, Baltimore and Germantown 
avenues, but we are yet to see new firms rush in 
to fill the NTI-generated vacuum. They have 
little reason to do so given the present condi- 
tions of the city’s tax and school systems—two 
immanent crises that warrant billion-dollar 
expenditures far more than bulldozing ghost 
blocks into empty prairie. 

Street’s own campaign literature boasts 
about trash hauled, drugs seized, acres cleared, 
cars towed, housing built, and loans made, as if 
all we wanted from our government was the sat- 
isfactory performance of its routine chores, 
when what we really want is jobs. This is the 
only way to permanently increase the city’s pop- 
ulation and tax base. From what Street has told 
us of Operation Safe Streets and NTI thusfar, 
we believe the money would have been better 
spent elsewhere. # 


On Sam Katz 


t is tempting to view Sam Katz as the hopeful 

foil to John Street’s disappointing record. 
Katz appears to have a thorough grasp of 
Philadelphia's dire economic situation, and to 
possess some of the fiscal and managerial expert- 
ise needed to tur it around. There has been a 
growing consensus among the leaders of 
Philadelphia's business, policy and university 
communities that the city must drastically lower 
the wage and gross business taxes in order to 
attract jobs. Unlike Street, Katz has pledged to 
cut the city’s wage tax from 4.5 to 3.5 percent. To 
help pay for the tax cut, he has pledged to trim 
city spending by one percent and float bonds to 
cover the rest until the new tax climate attracts 
investment into the city. 

We would like to know what Plan B is. 
What if the national economy remains stag- 
nant, and the tax cuts don’t work? In that case, 
Philadelphia will have taken out a second mort- 
gage on its own future, borrowing money so it 
can afford to run high deficits. The answer, we 
think, is to tighten the belt on patronage jobs, 
the hundreds of bureaucrats at the Parking 
Authority, the Department of Licenses and 
Inspections, and other city agencies who do lit- 
tle more than suck the blood out of our econo- 
my. Sam Katz may have the managerial expert- 
ise to make a five or ten percent cut through a 
wholesale reorganization of the municipal gov- 
ernment, but he lacks the political will to take a 
bold stand against city patronage, or even fully 
explain where he hopes to find his modest one 
percent budget cut. Street is unwilling to make 
the necessary cuts to the wage tax, but Katz 


can't explain how he'll pay for them in the 
absence of the subsequent economic gains 
which he’s promised will follow. 

Further, Katz is an unapologetic Republican, 
a member of the party that has brought ruin and 
misery to our own nation and the rest of the 
world during the last three years. Katz has run 
for office as a Democrat in the past, but he is 
now running as a Republican, even though his 
personal wealth would be sufficient to mount a 
credible independent campaign. We will set 
aside the disturbing possibility that Katz has an 


‘ideological affinity for his party and assume that 


he is a Republican of convenience, that he felt he 
needed the state Republican machine’s powers to 
win the race. This machine will want payback in 
the form of patronage, and the cycle of budget- 
ary waste will begin anew. 

Some of Street's supporters have also made 
the argument that President George W. Bush 
has visited Pennsylvania more frequently than 
any other state during his term, that 
Pennsylvania's twenty-three electoral votes could 
swing the 2004 election, that the Democratic 
turnout in Philadelphia will be critical to a 
statewide Democratic victory, and that a 
Republican mayoralty would hold down 
Democratic turnout. It is extraordinary that our 
city’s Democrats feel the need to point to the 
White House to justify the re-election of a black, 
Democratic mayor who has had four years to 
prove his merits to a mostly black, Democratic 
town. Nevertheless, this argument makes sense 
and should carry some weight with anyone aware 
of the world stage outside of Philadelphia. # 


On Voting 


We would 
like to return once more to the importance 


of making a choice. Casting a vote is like reading 
a newspaper. It pools the consciousness of a 
community into something shared and solid. For 
one day, Philadelphia ceases to be a name, an 
imaginary set of lines drawn on a map or record- 
ed in statute. For a day, the city becomes a living 


mass of humanity who simultaneously perform a 
single act of deliberation. Voting is only an obso- 
lete institution to those who choose not to use it. 
Those who participate in the ritual will join a 
chain of citizens extending through the centuries, 
hundreds of thousands of people who knew they 
were of this place and understood the duties that 
come with the territory, # 


CLARIFICATION 


Six photographs ran on Pages Four and Five of Issue 
Eleven without any credits. The photographs ran with a 
story entitled “Heaven is in Ruins” and depicted the film- 


ing of Mother Divine within the Divine Lorraine Hotel. 
The photographs were taken by John Barone. THE 
PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT regrets the omission. # 
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but if you've got experience, an idea, and a love for the facts, 
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SEND US YOUR STUFF 


THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT really likes getting 
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world the existence of your project and decode its import in 
great detail, using the most up-to-date theories set forth in 
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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR 


Tell us what you think about this newspaper generally, or anything herein, or anything elsewhere. 
Send your letter for publication to letters@philadelphiaindependent.net or 
THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT, Bureau of Letters, 1026 Arch Street, Philadelphia, Penna 19107 


BEHIND THE CURVE 


To THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT AND 
THE STANDARD Tap: 

I was appalled and surprised to find, in the 
September issue [Issue Eleven, Page Fourteen] 
of The Independent, an ad for the Standard Tap 
that features a woman bending over the bar, 
with her skirt hiked up to her waist and with 
her ass on display. 

The identity of the woman in the ad is not 
known. It is simply an ass, with the words 
“Standard Tap” written below it. In this ad, the 
Standard Tap, the name of the bar, takes on a 
whole new meaning. Its now shorthand for: 
“Hey you, dude reading this Philadelphia 
Independent newspaper, come to this bar! 
There's going to be lots of faceless ladies who 
you can penetrate at your leisure.” 

Gross. 

And who is this ass in the ad, the run-of-the- 
mill-but-sexy Standard Tap? Is she a server on 
the waitstaff? Is she a patron like myself? Is she 
one of the masses of women who frequent the 
Standard Tap on a regular basis? 

Who knows. 

Will men, who are the implied audience of 
this ad, be disappointed to find that there real- 
ly is no special piece-o-ass waiting for them at 
the Standard Tap? What sort of pub experi- 
ence is this promising men, and what sort of 
behavior is implicitly being condoned? That 
male patrons will have total access to women’s 
bodies, and can behave accordingly? That their 
sexual score is of number one priority to the 
establishment of the Standard Tap? 

Part of my surprise and disappointment 
stems from the fact that the Standard Tap, 
much like The Philadelphia Independent, has a 
reputation of being a nexus of the intellectual, 
leftist and artist communities in Philadelphia. 
I previously did not consider the Standard Tap 
to be a “meat market,” nor as a pub in which 
women are ogled at or made to feel uncom- 
fortable in any way. I like to think of the 
Standard Tap as being quite the opposite of 
these sorts of bars, to harbor some sense of 
progressive politics, which is part of the reason 
why this choice of advertising approach is quite 
surprising and disturbing. 

Although the creators of this ad may view it 
as an innocent attempt to be edgy, clever, or 
sexy, the implications are much more creepy 
and disconcerting. The message that the 
Standard Tap is sending out, and that The 
Philadelphia Independent is supporting by pub- 
lishing this ad, is that women, as patrons, as 
employees, and as active members within these 
communities, are considered to be disposable, 
disembodied, and inconsequential pieces of 
ass. 

By publishing this ad, The Philadelphia 
Independent is supporting this message, and 
also saying that it is acceptable to create and 


| promote images that are disrespectful towards 


women within the Philadelphia Independent 
community. 

I urge the Standard Tap and The Philadelphia 
Independent to reassess the images and mes- 
sages they choose for future advertising cam- 
paigns, to exhibit a greater investment in chal- 
lenging sexism, and at the very least, respecting 
and giving much greater consideration to the 
viewpoints of their female readership, cus- 
tomers, and colleagues. 

Sincerely, 
JILL WALSH 
READER & CUSTOMER 
WEST PHILADELPHIA 
The Philadelphia Independent responds: 
DEAR JILL: 

Thank you for your letter. I decided to run 
the advertisement, and I now see that it was a 
bad decision. In the future, I promise to exer- 
cise greater care in determining what adver- 
tisements are in good taste. I apologize to you 
and the rest of this newspaper's readership for 
failing to have taken sufficient care in this case. 

MATTATHIAS SCHWARTZ 
Epiror & PUBLISHER 
POPLAR 

The Standard Tap responds: 

Your points are taken. I hadn't considered the 
type of person this ad could attract. Any asses 
in future ads will be male. The Standard Tap 
wants men and women thinking good 
thoughts; promoting consensual activity, They 
are impartial to same-sex relationships or rela- 
tionships of more than two persons, as far as I 
know. 

Ap GENERATOR, THE STANDARD TAP 
NORTHERN LIBERTIES 


e ee 
RE(3): ON VOTING 
GORE RE RE RE RE RES 
In Issue Eight, the Editors argued that: 
Voting is an obligation. “It is too easy to treat 
bad leaders like bad weather: inevitable, unpre- 
dictable, and unalterable. This is the con. It 
will cease to be the case the moment we stop 
believing in it.” 
In Issue Nine, Robert P Helms 
of Germantown responded: 
To vote is to surrender authority to another 
person, an empty ritual of a sham democracy. 


Voters should stop willingly authorizing a gov- 
ernment that harms them and instead work in 
their own communities to implement solutions 
directly. 
In Issue Nine, Associate Editor 
Mark Lotto of Los Angeles responded: 

Those who abstain from voting for the best 
of reasons are indistinguishable from those 
who do not vote out of laziness and indiffer- 
ence. All non-voters help keep the present 
national government and its terrifying agenda 
in power. Removing the nation’s president 
from office is an immediate necessity, and vot- 
ing will help bring this about. 

In Issue Ten, Mr. Helms responded: 

Neither national party offers an alternative to 
globalization. Therefore any vote is a vote for 
the destruction of the earth. The president 
should be removed from power, but the best 
way to do this is to dissolve the government 
entirely. Only then will the people be able to 
solve everyday problems like food, transporta- 
tion and health-care without interference from 
the government. 

& now, another reply: 
YET FURTHER ON THE QUESTION: 
To VOTE, OR NoT 

I have been reading with even bemusement 
the civil debate within these pages between the 
eloquent epistolarian Mr. Robert Helms of 
Pennsylvania, and this newspaper's Mr. Lotto, 
regarding the utility of voting. Mr. Helms 
believes it is a poor way to spend a November 
morning, while Mr. Lotto pleads that while 
certainly exhausting, electoral participation is a 
critical duty of the citizen, whether he is an 
Anarchist, a Communist, a Republican, a 
Fascist, or an Episcopalian. The exchange has 
surely thrilled thousands in the Philadelphia 
area, and I don’t doubt that the constituency of 
imbeciles now awaits a conclusion to the debate. 
There has to be a right answer, of course — it 
would be cruel and unusual to leave the reader- 
ship hung on the edge of such a moral cliff, and 
not tell them how to resolve this complicated 
question. This is not a country fit for degree or 
doubt; and so here is Mr. Swartwout with the 
exposition, impossible, you will see, to rebuke. 

Mr. Helms is a radical indeed, and his last 
letter gleefully declares that he is ultimately in 
favor of the dissolution of the United States 
government, rather than its continuation as a 
sham democracy. This is the most fine and 
ambitious idea I have heard in many a moon, 
and I admire the keenness of his opinion that a 
“vote for either party is a vote for the destruc- 
tion of the Earth.” I can not keep private the 
opinion I have held since the outbreak of this 
debate: if Mr. Helms would only condescend 
to run for office himself, he could rely on my 
vote. 

Mr. Lotto, meanwhile, argues quite soundly 
that our nation is at a critical and immediate 
juncture, which requires that the present 
Administration be removed by an act of civil 
solidarity, and that even the most disaffected 
idealists ought to come together to handle the 
problem of the moment. Religious fanatics and 
homosexual liberals, white-collar executives 
and squeegee men, coffee-drinkers and tea- 
drinkers, all must realize that Mr. Bush is 
dooming the lot of us, and his office must be 
stripped from him at any cost. Mr. Helms has 
a rainbow-colored dream for the distant future, 
and Mr. Lotto is all a-sweat with the real crisis 
of the day. A jolly match to behold, and both 
participants ought to be given certificates of 
ideology. 

I appear here to announce that while Mr. 
Helms’ utopianism is worth a cheer, it is ulti- 
mately unforgivable, except as the most fully 
realized expression of misanthropy. And Mr. 
Lotto, for all his practical arguments, many of 
which I must admit I have since forgotten the 
specifics of, spends too much energy painting 
horns upon the present dilemma—the easy 
task of vilifying our political leaders—and not 
enough overturning Mr. Helms’ pretty words 
to show the worms beneath. 

It is true that we must realize the disparity 
between the realm of ideas, and that of reali- 
ties. This is not the compromise of Principle so 
often begged of the jaded Non-voter, but in 
fact it is the first statute of the philosophy of 
Pragmatism, founded here in our very own 
fifty states, and one which has served everyone 
from John Dewey to the hungry Mahatma 
Ghandi. Our ideas are nothing, until they are 
realized in action. And conversely, our inaction 
may therefore be the only expression of our 
existence. Indeed, we might harbor some fine, 
high principles in our cerebra, but the world 
knows nothing of them beside what we have 
done, or not done, on their behalf. 

The voter who stays home because he is not 
willing to be complicit in the crimes of the 
idiot whom he might be electing, must know 
he is as complicit in the crimes of the idiot 
whose election he ignored. The murder of for- 
eign civilians, which is now daily fare on our 
newswires, is not merely Mr. Bush's crime, or 
the Republicans’ crime; it is as much that of the 
liberals and the abstainers. It is the American 
military leveling Baghdad, and so long as | 
hold that blue passport, eagle emblazoned, | 
am as complicit in these acts. I am a resident of 


[—-] Street, of New York City, largest city of 
the State of New York, which is one of the fifty 
United States of America. If I feel any respon- 
sibility toward my own neighbor, then I have 


~ no logical reason for not feeling as responsible 


for the nation. This is because this is my com- 
munity. And furthermore, if I am willing to 
recognize the humanity of my neighbors, and 
the humanity of the citizens of Los Angeles, 
then I have no reasonable means of dismissing 
the humanity of the citizens of Lagos or 
Jakarta or Patagonia—and so far as my country 
and its government has an effect on those citi- 
zens, also, I am responsible. 

I am, of course, free to ignore my neighbors; 
I am at liberty to isolate myself from all the 
pagans on my block; and equally able to secede 
within the nation of my own psyche. But I 
would be a misanthrope and may never again 
claim to be a credit to my species; this is some- 
thing snakes and lizards might have success at, 
but every higher mammal knows it is most suc- 
cessful in symbiosis with its community. 

Measuring the cruelty and criminality of the 
present United States government, though, 
there must be a flaw in my syllogism, for I, 
Alexander Swartwout, surely am not such a 
monster. By such a discrepancy between my 
will and the performance of my country, I can 
only be sure that I have not been active enough, 
that I have not denounced militarism and 
imperial-industrialism enough, that I have not 
made myself heard enough. Mr. Helms’ own lit- 
tle community, to which he is such a dedicated 
paragon, is bombing Iraq and corrupting 
Afghanistan. My own neighbors, and myself, 
are dismantling international peace processes 
and wielding wealth like a club against the 
poorer nations of the world. Not the govern- 
ment, but us. 

I do not accept as a reprieve the argument 
that one “did not vote for these people.” 
Whether I cast a vote for their opponents or 
for nobody at all, so long as I am a citizen, I 
must feel responsible for their actions. This is a 
painful mode of existence, a difficult burden to 
take on in its full weight, considering the 
depravity of the American government; but if I 
detach myself from the actions of the govern- 
ment — as have millions of the self-proclaimed 
“disenfranchised” — then I enable such acts by 
my own indifference. ] set an example of 
numbness and defeatism, to which I will likely 
inspire my peers and my children. For all the 
bowls of soup I might hand out at the corner 
shelter, I shall never make up the debt I will 
owe humanity for my wider negligence. By 
blaming the individuals in power, I relieve my 
conscience; but I also dissolve the tendon of 
connection between myself and my communi- 
ty, that thread of shared destiny that is intend- 
ed to reach from the individual to the highest 
offices of power. 

It is just such a mass-detachment from 
responsibility that has borne the latter genera- 
tions of American kakistocracy: the great 
‘drop-out’ of the 1960s is perhaps the most 
deplorable act of idealistic non-participation in 
American history; while the hippies wallowed 
in ‘people power’ and congratulated themselves 
on a revolutionary act of self-expression, their 
ideological enemies were seizing the reins of 
government, and have not had to relinquish 
them since. The single progressive accomplish- 
ment of the late 1960s, that of Civil Rights, 
was made by well-dressed, ambitious, and 
practical leaders, who rejected the passive- 
aggression of the long-haired movement, but 
gladly accepted their numerical support. As 
such, they exploited the very system of which 
they were the victim; they seized practical 
opportunities; they did not reduce their social 
contact, but enlarged it; and they established, 
in law, the ideals that they hoped would slowly 
grow into their society. Accounting, as we 
must, for an imperfect world and the glacial 
pace of true cultural evolution, this movement 
was indisputably a success. 

The rest of the Hippie movement must be 
viewed today as a colossal failure, or else it would 
not have so empowered Mr. Nixon, Mr. Ford, Mr. 
Reagan, and the Bush dynasty. It is no coincidence 
that with the retreat of the indulgent liberals to 
their festivals and communes, the United States 
government has seen the longest and most pro- 
nounced seizure of power by any ideology in its 
history. 

Me: Helms, by condoning “active non-participa- 
tion” in an election is doing nothing better than the 
drop-outs of the late 1960s; it sounds lovely, but 
unless everybody is doing it, somebody is going to 
assume practical control while the libertines are 
out of the room. So I do not propose that yet anoth- 
er Retreat on Principle ts going to improve our lot. 


Standing on principles may make the holders of 


those Principles feel good about themselves, but this 
is shallow pride. Better to humiliate our indigna- 
tion for the sake of a world population that ts 
severely and aid: versely affected by the course of gou- 
ernance in our country, and who have not the ben- 
ofit of proximity with which to make a political 
Stance within sight of the powerful, 

The rest is rationalizing; Mr. Helms’ broad 
denunciations of the, political parties is quite as 
easy as it is meaningless, Nobody likes these fel 


lows; so how have they come to be our options? By 
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our own non-participation, our own negli- 
gence. The demise of democracy within this 
country is not the result of some marvelous 
conspiracy of Evil; instead, the shape of politi- 
cal power is a direct embodiment of our own 
inaction. We are stuck with a government full 
of half-wits because we do not demand better. 
Our children do not grow into better versions 
of ourselves; instead they see our low standards 
and desire to achieve still less. 

Will the government dissolve and Shangri- 
La reign over all? Mr. Helms hopes so, and 
until it does, he says he may as well cloister 
himself among his community-servants and 
deal with the day to day. To hear such practi- 
cality would suggest to me that he may as well 
also take the time come November to partici- 
pate in the national here-and-now. While the 
doe-eyed orphans in his care will be happy to 
have him around that extra half an hour, he 
may simultaneously be responsible for the 
flamboyant execution of a hundred more such 
Pips on the outskirts of Basra. When we with 
too much: gusto pronounce our affection for 
the people on our own block, we refuse the 
same dignity to those around the world. 
Liberal yokelism does as much harm to the 
wider world as the conservative sort. 

The non-voter who thinks himself to be act- 
ing practically must consider the example of 
the practical agnostic. If a fellow hasn't got 
absolute faith in any church, then it will do 
him less harm to pray in all of them—either 
one of them will get him into Paradise, or none 
of them will. In any other way, our agnostic 
will be left with profound doubts when he 
finds himself in oblivion or Tartarus. Likewise, 
let the disenfranchised electorate fondle their 
Principles; if he goes out that single Tuesday 
and quietly casts a vote, he may be doing some 


good —and if he isn't, it shouldn’t worry him - 


that he has wasted his time. In god and gov- 
ernment, it costs us nothing to hedge our bets, 
but quite possibly a great deal to withhold our 
wagers entirely. And why should a disenfran- 
chisee of Mr. Helms’ vigor bother to do us this 
favor? This returns us to an examination of his 
commitment to that thing he calls his commu- 
nity, and the following question. 

Why, perchance, won't the government of 
the United States dissolve under the weight of 
its own decomposition? At the very least, why 
can we be sure — and given any degree of calm, 
reasoned thought, we can be sure of this — that 
such a thing will not happen in the next 
decade, or so? 

It is because most of the citizens of this 
nation do not want such a thing to happen. 
Most of the citizens of this nation, blast them 
and bless them, want to give the controversy of 
government as little thought as:possible. Most 
of the citizens want to meet someone nice, 
marry, raise a family, and have a fighting 
chance of providing for their children. The 
United States’ most treasured commodity is 
not Freedom or Progress or Power, but merely 
the security of continuity, and the vast majori- 
ty of the citizenry will give liberally of their 
esoteric rights in order to preserve this conti- 
nuity, in order to ensure that the world their 
grandchildren will know is quite similar to the 
one.they themselves now know. 

These are modest and humble desires; these 
are not the desires of great men, not the high 
ambitions of History's heroes. These are the 
simple wont of one hundred million compla- 
cent, desperate people. Continuity is the first 
desire of the masses; and those of us who 
would take that from them and exchange it for 
a System of our own devise, even as we may 
think Our New System is a better one for the 
human race—that would make us at best 
Elitists, at worst, Fascists. Even an Anarchist, 
if he insists on his fellow-citizens’ participating 
in the free-for-all, is playing at elitism. If we 
want to be egalitarian—and I am afraid so 
many of my readers do—then we must put the 
foolish desires of the majority before our own 
Great Ideas. 

The non-voter, if he is a non-voter for the 
sake of his own skewed political principles, 
denies these millions of ignorami the benefit of 
the proper functioning of their political system. 
He is putting a wrench into the machinery of 
democracy, because he finds the poor decisions 
of the people too coarse and stupid to abide by 
them himself. The non-voter often thinks he is 
serving the greater good of humankind by 
slowly throwing acid on the gears of the 
machine; but he is cheating his neighbors of 
their right to make their own poor decisions. 
And in his passivity, he is dooming the swarthy, 
voiceless fools at the pointy ends of his nation’s 
cruise-missiles, Voting, to the Politicized Non- 
Voter, is a Aumiliation, and as principled indi- 
viduals, they find themselves too proud to lower 
themselves so. 

In fact, we cannot detach ourselves from our 
governors, however repulsive such a concept 
may be; their failures are their.country’s fail- 
ures, and therefore ours. And we cannot 
refute the fundamental wont of our country- 
men, unless we think our own opinion, in 
defiance of all the laws of probability, is in fact 
the one True and Proper Opinion. But then 
we must stop calling ourselves Humanists. 

It will cost no-one to visit the run-down 
shambles of their American polling place come 
November; many of us will skip the appoint- 

ment because we are busy, tired, small-minded, 
and negligent. Reasonable excuses. But others 
may avoid the booths because their principles 
have somehow persuaded them that casting a 
forgettable vote for a lame candidate in a 
declining nation is in itself an evil act; that it is 


somehow just what They, the powers-that-be, 
want us to do. And some of these people will 
call themselves Humanists, if not democrats, 
for doing so little: 

In truth, they are snobs, unwilling to take the 
chance of throwing their lot in with the hoi- 
polloi. Heaven forfend that our candidate not 
win the election, or that there is not even ‘a 
candidate we would trust to park our car; this 
issbeside the point. The voter says, when he 
pulls that grimy lever, “I am no better than 
any-one else, my opinions only worth that of 
my neighbor. And wherever I go in this world, 
knowing that I will be judged by the nation I 
hail from, I have nothing to do but work so 
much as is necessary to make that an accept- 
able condition.” : 

Those gentle souls who have become quite as 
jaded as Mr. Helms will continue to persist, 
though, that the mechanism for this process, 
for the reclamation of democracy, is ruined 
beyond all hope of repair. Eventually, I suspect, 
they will be forced to admit the basis for this 


opinion is that the population, the revered ° 


People, has been ruined. The People have 
become too dumb, too passive, too complacent. 
The Powers that Be have seized the brain-stem 
of the Masses and squeezed them numb, and 
nothing is left to do but revolt. I suppose if a 
fellow has come this far, there is nothing left 
with which to persuade him home; but it must 
be recognized that no-one who calls himself 
Social, or a Humanist, or an Egalitarian, can 
possibly be.true to this stance and his title at 
the same time. And so for all the Non-Voters I 
may have here failed to convince of renouncing 
their disaffection, at the least I will have 
stripped some of them of their high-minded 
social theories. Democracy is not far-removed 
from Socialism, and each fail not when sub- 
verted by the already powerful, but when 
renounced—conscientiously or unwittingly— 
by the participants. 

All due honors must be extended from this 
author to Mr. Helms, the letter-writer, and his 
editorial foil, Mr. Lotto. But it is not enough to 
concentrate on either the immediate moment, 
or that of a century down the road. Humanism 
requires a broad outlook—the present and the 
future, the neighborhood and the world at 
once; not bifocals, but perfect lenses. In select- 
ing the governors of a force as lethal as our 
country, I refuse to believe that there are well- 
informed individuals of any conscience who do 
not have even the whit of an opinion on the 
matter. The question, of course, as is every 
question worth answering, is left with the free 
will of the askéd. . 

ALEXANDER SWARTWOUT 
QUEENS, NEW YORK 
Ret 
2 THE OTHER DAY 
BREE BRL BE BL GPE GFE GRE 
DEAR PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT: 

Someone left a brown, gator skin wallet at 
my register. A customer told me it belonged to 
a guy who was exiting the store, so I chased 
him outside and followed him down the sub- 
way steps. But he was obviously no gator skin 
wallet guy. This stocky white dude in military 
fatigues was clearly more of a velcro wallet 


type. 


K 
NORTH BOUND TO FERN £0 


So I turned the bulging wallet in to my 


supervisor. 


Upon inspection it was revealed that the wal- 
let contained $766 in cash, several grams of 
cocaine, and no identification. 

But down there in those subway steps, I 
could've done anything. I could've rolled up a 
hundred, done a quick line, keastered the rest, 


* pocketed the cash, and gone back to work. I 


guess I just wasn’t thinking. What would you 
have done? 
Lapy V 
BOLL BLIGE BOL GOL ROL GRE 
ANALOG MONOLOG 
A oh eh eh 
To THE EpiTor: 

I wouldn't have a cell phone myself. I appre- 
ciate how useful they can be—I would have 
wanted one the day I parked my car on the 
shoulder of the Northeast Extension to address 
a matter of personal necessity, left the engine 
running, and locked the door behind me—but 
I would just as soon be out of reach and out of 


touch, as it pleased me. ie 

On the other hand, a few more cell phones, 
properly distributed, could make life in this city 
a little more harrowing. I’ve noticed that half 
the people walking down the streets apparently 
talking to themselves are actually talking on 
their cell phones. The other half are the usual 
suspects—bums and derelicts, the wasted, the 
mentally afflicted, myself sometimes—whose 
very presence makes many people wary and 


apprehensive. It occurred to me that if the city | 


could be persuaded to give them cell phones of 
their own, or even reasonable facsimiles of cell 
phones, it would at least look as though they 
were talking to someone other than their inner 
demons, and so would make them that much 
less worrisome to everyone else. 

I still wouldn't have a cell phone, however. 
Many of my more interesting conversations are 
with myself. < 

Truly yours, 

DANIEL MERCER 

PENNSAUKEN, NEW JERSEY 

GOEL RE RE RE RE REECE 
‘RE: CALIFORNIA RECALL 


BEBE REBEL RE RE PERE 


DEAR MR. EpITor: 


I enjoyed your article in the August issue | 


[Issue Ten] about the California recall election, 
but I want to draw your readers’ attention to a 
mistake about the political career of Lynn J. 
Frazier, the only U.S. governor as of this writ- 
ing to be recalled by the voters. 


You refer to Frazier as a socialist when he was 


governor of North Dakota and note that two 
years after the 1921 recall, he was elected to the 


U.S. Senate as a Republican, which you | 


describe as a “road-to-Damascus conversion.” 
That is an understandable mistake because 
today associate the 


most Americans 


Republican Party with conservatism, but this | 


was not always the case. The party was found- 
ed by leftists and much of the progressive 
movement in the early 20th century operated 
in the GOP. : 

Frazier was a member of the Non-Partisan 
League, which was a socialist farmers' move- 
ment in North Dakota that operated mostly in 
the Republican Party. So Frazier was both a 
socialist and a Republican when he was elected 
governor. It should not come as a surprise to 
anyone that he remained in the Republican 
Party when elected to the Senate. 

The League eventually 
extended its influence to neighboring 
Minnesota, where the farmers’ ‘movement 
formed an alliance with the labor movement in 
the cities. This led to the formation. of 
Minnesota's Farmer-Labor Party, which man- 
aged to elect Gov. Floyd B. Olson, a self- 
described radical, in 1930. The ‘Farmer- 
Laborites eventually merged with Minnesota's 
Democratic Party, and the party is still known 
in that state as the Democratic-Farmer-Labor 
Party, or simply "the DFL." 

For those who would like to learn more 
about the Non-Partisan League, an excellent 


Non-Partisan 


THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT 


book is Political Prairie Fire by Robert L. | 


Morlan. 
Sincerely, 
DAN ROBRISH 
CENTER CITY 
BEBE GEL BOE GORE GE GOE GRE 
AN OPEN LETTER TO 
THE PRESIDENT OF FRANCE 
MONSIEUR JACQUES CHIRAC 
BEBE BOE BRL BEBE PLB 
MONSIEUR PRESIDENT JACQUES CHIRAC, 

Je vous écris en toute humilité en souhaitant 
que vous me donnez votre pardon parce que je 
ne fais pas de justice a la langue francaise. Je ne 
présumes pas de vous donner d’avis sur la poli- 
tique mondiale, mais je voudrais vous donner 
des idées et de l’encouragement d’un citroyen 
triste de cet Empire América. Merci beau- 
coup pour votre patience. 

Jai peur aussi d’anarchie internationale. Les 


- Etats-Unis, et le gouvernement de M. G.W. 


Bush, veulent nous retourner au monde <<réal- 
iste>> de Thucydide et la guerre coloniale du 
Péloponnése. Ne signifie rien tout le travail 
diplomatique apés du deuxiéme guerre mondi- 
ale? Une fois, LONU a répresenté l’espoire 
d'un monde a paix (et bien sir, il a répresenté 
un peur de guerre massive et terrible entre deux 
idéologies aggressives) ... une paix—comme 
laquelle a dit M. Président Lulu De Silva pen- 
dent la session ouverte au courrant—oi I’ennui 
et la haine des misérables ne sont pas simple- 
ment supprimés, mais ou régne la justice- 


2 3 : | 
sociale. Aprés de la chute de la communisme 


soviétique, les E-U ont embrassé l'arrogance 
dangereuse d’ <<hubris>> La paix mondiale 
n'est pas possible avec cet ogre comme un parti 
permenant du Council de Sécurité de l'ONU. 

Puis-je offre une idée pour une nouvelle 
ordre mondiale? Peut-étre la France, 1'U-E, 


l'Est, le Canada, et le Tiers-Monde peuvent | 


détruire 'ONU et réformer une orginisation 
sans les E-U. Je sais que je semble, compléte- 
ment fou, mais le monde sous le pouvoir 
américain me semble plus fou. Si toutes les 
pays sont unies contre les E-U peut-étre ils 
demonteront un peu d’humilité dans les 
affaires d’état. Que pensez-vous? Il y a beau- 
coup de problémes qu'il doit résoudre—je le 
sait—mais pas trop d’en réver! 

En la circonstance ot le bureau de 
<<Homeland Security>> ou le FBI m’accusent 
d'étre un <<enemy combatant>> pour avoir 
écrit cette lettre, puis-je démander l'auberge 
politique de la France? J’essayerai apprendre 
micux la langue fraingaise. 

dans la lutte, 
ADAM LEO FELDMAN 
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The Safe Streets Interviews, Part Two 


from SAFE STREETS, page 1 


block, I’m gon’ go catch the bus, catch the sub, 
walk twenty, thirty blocks ‘til I find somebody 


* that got somethin’. So the volume doesn’t stop. 


Maybe for that particular moment it slowed 
up, but they gon’ come back or they gon’ find 
somewhere else to go. And then that particular 
person standin’ out there, he’s gon’ find some 
place else to go. So it’s not gon’ stop. 

So overall, how effective do you think the 
whole program has been? 

SZ: Non-effective. 

K: Safe Streets overall has not been effec- 
tive, man. It’s a whole big sham. You can turn 
ya’ back to it like, “Yeah Safe Streets is really 
helpin” but in reality, if you wanna help the 
community, help the community by doin’ what 
you have to do. Where ya'll school supplies? 
You don't got money to pay teachers? You don't 
got money for school supplies? After school 
from 3 to 9, which is basically kids’ time, what 
are you gonna do? What ... what do we have 
to do? If there was a center, that means I could 
have a job. You know, I could be a counselor. I 


can serve food, ya’nah’m saying? I can clean up 
the place. So if you wanna spend some money, 
if you wanna spend millions an’ millions of dol- 
lars, don't spend millions an’ millions of dollars 
sendin’ people, havin’ people standin’ on the 
corner watchin’ other people, spend millions of 
dollars developin’ programs where somebody 
can have an actual real chance of survivin’ the 
game. Everybody in law enforcement, they 
know ... when they first came up with the idea 
of building more jails, hiring more police offi- 
cers, bringing back the death penalty. It’s not 
workin’, it’s never been workin’. So, why would 
you keep increasing police presence? It’s not 
gon’ deter crime, ya’know? What helps deter 
crime is when you spend money in the com- 
munity. I say from [age] 6 to 25, you should 
have something in the community for those 
guys to do. Back in the day, I use to go to this 
place called Can Do. It was a community cen- 
ter after-school program, y’know, where you 
could go to karate, ya’nah mean? And it was 
good for the community and that helps. 
Because it gives somebody else something else 
to do ... besides hanging ’round the wrong 


guys, being in the wrong place, doin’ the wrong 
things, y’nah’m saying? If you can go there play 
ping-pong, PlayStation, pool, and you have 
some things to do... then that’s less time you 
gon’ spend out here ... hangin’ around with 
nothin’ to do ... seein’ other stuff that’s goin’ on 
... that you don't need to be seein’ when you a 
young guy. You know, you ... you 12 years old, 
you standin’ around somebody 25, I mean what 
you expect is gon’ happen when he turn 18, 19 
years old with nothin’ to do? I’m ’a do what I 
know. But if you gave him sometin’ else to do, 
like somewhere where he can go on trips, 
where he can learn things, where you can get 
these guys that’s standin’ with nothin’ to do to 
become counselors the help serve the commu- 
nity better by, you know, havin’ somethin’ some 
kinda structure, some kinda program that’s 
backin’ them ... that helps deter crime. But just 
incarceratin’ and oppressin’, that’s not gon’ stop 
nothing. 

Justin “Soul-One” Bedford is finishing his 
B.A. in communications at Drexel University. He 
has lived in North Philadelphia all of his life. He 
also hopes to grow old and die there. 


SIMPLE MACHINES 
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“Get a bicycle. You will not regret it if you live.” Mark Twain 


elcome, fellow bicyclists, to a new 
column devoted to the bicycle and 
its riders. ‘Do not cast aspersions 


on my credentials. My qualifications for this 
job are unimpeachable. My goal here is to 
entertain and inform people who ride bikes in 
and around Philadelphia, so in addition to 
bizarre self-aggrandizing rants and bloated, 
sententious philosophizing, I will keep readers 
up to date on local, regional, and national 
cycling issues. Gear reviews and riding tips 
will also be featured from time to time, and I 
may even answer reader mail, provided it is 
not shockingly stupid or inane.” 

It is difficult to measure bicycle ridership 
with any accuracy, but domestic bicycle sales 
have been stagnant in recent years, according 
to the Bicycle Product Suppliers Association 
(BPSA). However, there has been _an explo- 
sion. of bicycle-related.:.legislation. ... in 
Washington. Some of you may have heard 
about an effort in the U.S. House of 
Representatives to eliminate the transporta- 
tion enhancements program, which funds 
construction of bike paths and walkways. I am 
happy to report that funding for the trans- 
portation enhancements program will contin- 
ue at 2003 levels, despite the best efforts of 
Rep. Ernest J. Istook (R-OK), who chairs the 
House subcommittee on transportation 
financing, to gut the program. 

Rep. Istook’s office described the complete 
elimination of the enhancements program as a 
necessary: belt-tightening measure in the face 
of looming deficits, but Susan Prolman, gov- 
ernment relations counsel for Defenders of 
Wildlife, noted in Salon.com that the sub- 
committee version of the transportation bill 
(of which the enhancements program is a 
part) awarded $4.8 billion more for highway 
projects than President Bush requested. The 
transportation enhancements program costs 
about $600 million each year, enough to fund 
the Iraq occupation from next Monday morn- 
ing ‘til noon Friday. A vote on the House floor 
Sept. 4 was overwhelmingly in support of an 
amendment restoring funding to the trans- 
portation enhancements program. The huge 


and powerful bicycle lobby has once again 
imposed its steely will on Congress to the cha- 


*n By ALTAY AKGUN ~ 


grin of the nation’s mom-and-pop petrochem- 
ical conglomerates and traffic enthusiasts. 

In more Capitol Hill news, the House and 
Senate are considering legislation that would 
extend the transportation fringe benefit to 
people who commute to work by bicycle. The 
Bicycle Commuter Act, if approved, will 
allow employers to offer monthly cash reim- 
bursements to employees who ride bikes to 
work. Participating employers will receive a 
tax credit. 

Finally, the Conserve by Bike Act has 
recently been introduced to the Senate by 
Sens. Richard Durbin (D-IL) and Susan 
Collins (R-ME) as part of a larger energy bill. 
This bill provides funding for regional pilot 
projects to encourage Americans to convert 
car trips to bike trips. Perhaps more impor- 
tantly, this measure authorizes and funds a 


dstady tocevaluate ways to Convert Car trips to 


bike trips, the cost-effectiveness of bicycle 
infrastructure investments, and other econom- 
ic and environmental effects of increased bicy- 
cle ridership. The House approved an identi- 
cal measure as part of its energy policy bill in 
April of this year. 

The Bicycle Commuter Act and the 
Conserve by Bike Act hold great promise for 
transforming public opinion on “lifestyle” 
bicyclists. I have observed that many drivers, 
building managers, and employers view bicy- 
clists as somewhere between a curiosity and a 
nuisance. However, many people I encounter 
express admiration for bike commuters. An 
improved bicycle infrastructure would provide 
a greater feeling of security for novice bike 
commuters: Legislative endorsements of the 
bicycle as transportation may succeed in 
changing the oft-held view of the bicycle as a 
toy and encouraging more people to replace 
car trips with bike trips. 

The Chestnut Street bike lane in Center 
City exemplifies the low regard for bicycles in 
this city and the nation. I do not think it is an 
exaggeration to declare Chestnut Street the 
worst bike lane ever. Before it was “fixed,” it 
was possible to ride a bike down Chestnut 
Street, although bicycling was officially for- 
bidden. Now the bike/bus lane is littered with 
single-occupant SUVs and taxis making illegal 


(for once) for taking these measures and hope 


right turns, making it nearly impossible to 
pedal down this street and delaying and incon- 
veniencing users of public transit. Why does 
the city turn a blind eye to flagrant lawlessness 
on this stretch of road? Is it completely unrea- 
sonable to put occasional bike patrols on the 
street to enforce the regulations and protect 
the rights and safety of cyclists? Bicyclists’ 
rights do not appear to be a high priority at 
City Hall. 

The Chestnut Street situation is a micro- 
cosm of the state of affairs for bicyclists in 
Philadelphia. The city is on an ideal scale for 
bicycles, but their rights are routinely 
infringed upon by unthinking or downright 
malicious drivers. Many city residents that I 
have spoken with hate the hassle of driving or 
taking SEPTA, but are afraid to ride a bike on 
city streets. An improved bicycle infrastructure 
and economic incentives for commuting by 
bike can reduce congestion and improve the 
quality of Philadelphia life, but only if people, 
especially motorists, begin to take the bicycle 
seriously as a mode of transportation. 

University City has provided a model for 
normalization of the bicycle as a functional 
mode of transportation. Giant flashing signs 
warn of fines for parking in the bike lanes on 
Spruce Street at the University of 
Pennsylvania campus, and by most accounts, 
university police are enforcing the regulations. 

Bicyclists in University City are also being 
cited for infractions, especially for violating 
the daytime ban on bicycle riding on the uni- 
versity walkways, to which I say, “Bravo,” 
because people shouldn't ride bikes on the 
sidewalk. If that were the idea, they'd have 
called it a “sideride.” ] applaud the university 


to see this novel legal concept, known as 
“enforcement” spread throughout the city. 

So we have some good news and some 
not-so-good news for bike 
Philadelphia and the 
Someday, perhaps everyone will accept the 
bicycle as an efficient and cost-effective mode 
of mainstream transportation, but that does 
not happen over night. So write to your elect- 
ed officials, join an advocacy organization, but 
above all, get out there and ride! aw 


riders in 


around country. 


Pessimist’s Wife. “CHEER UP, DEAR. THE STRIKE’S OVER.” 
Pessimist, “BUT THAT ONLY BRINGS THE NEXT ONE NEARER.” 


i’ 
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IF T!WERE MAYOR 


READERS FLOAT NINE MODEST PROPOSALS 


T= world has never been short on peo- 
ple who desire power, but far rarer are 
those with some idea of what they 
might do should it ever fall into their hands. 
We extended an open email invitation for any- 
one to step forward with an agenda of what 
they might hope to do if they found themselves 
on the second floor of Broad & Market. We 
intend to keep this door open for the next few 
months after the election, and hereby invite 
anyone else to step forward and share your 
proposals for what public projects youd under- 
take to secure the city’s future. Send ideas 
steeped in practical know-how and immediate 
feasibility as well as the most flamboyantly 
whimsical pipe-dreams. Often the former wear 
the latter as a disguise. Send yours to 
city@philadelphiaindependent.net by October 
25 for possible inclusion in our next issue. 


LET THE BUSKERS PLAY 
BY DAVE ALFF 

ll avenues, subway lines and trolley tracks 

lead to Penn Center Suburban Station. 
Here, the heart of Philadelphia pulses through 
a dingy concrete cave, one block west of City 
Hall and one floor below sunlight. Soiled with 
spit and gum, the spackled floor wears the 
impmints of a million soles and the perpetually 
tiled wall suggests a giant (and not unrealized) 
urinal. Some storefronts pour rectangles of yel- 
low light into the concourse. Others sit vacant, 
plastered with signs advertising the cheapness 
of subterranean real estate. 

Amidst the drone of lagging locals to 
Chestnut Hill East and fanatics screaming sal- 
vation, a busker named David sheds a little 
acoustic light into Suburban Station. Grizzled 
at the face with a guitar clutched to his chest, 
he gives old runes a few more miles through a 
soft and thoughtful voice and deftly strum- 
ming hands. Morning commuters, pouring off 
their Paoli Locals and Pattison Expresses 
pause by the station's 16th Street exit to hear a 
little music before bolting above ground. On a 
good day, David pockets about fifty dollars in 
spare bills and change dropped into his hollow 


guitar case. 
While David may represent a few 
moments reprieve for those traversing 


Suburban Station, to the South Eastern 
Pennsylvania Transit Authority and the City of 
Philadelphia he is a criminal. For decades, both 
the city and SEPTA have adhered to strict 
guidelines banning anything that resembles 
panhandling, including begging, the solicita- 
tion of donations for charitable organizations, 
and busking. Since the “Homeless Sweep” laws 
of 1998, these regulations have grown stricter, 
with police officers jailing offenders for dis- 
turbing the peace and levying fines into the 
hundreds of dollars. In conjunction with the 
commercially driven effort to sell Center City 
as a clean and controlled metropolitan epicen- 
ter, these edicts have all but eliminated street 
music downtown. Thus, while cities from 
Montreal to Munich and Boston to San 
Francisco have enjoyed the ambiance and artis- 
tic exposure of buskers, Philadelphia's streets 
have grown silent. 

In 2000, Philadelphia busking hit an all 
time low when city police arrested jazz legend 
Byard Lancaster for preparing to play his saxo- 
phone at 17th and Arch streets. Although the 
city dropped the charges in the face of public 
outcry, Lancaster was arrested twice in 2001 by 
SEPTA police for busking in a subway con- 
course. Lancaster, a Germantown native who 
has played with the likes of John Coltrane and 
Lionel Hampton counter-sued the agency and 
in 2002 reached a combined settlement for 
$33,000. Pivotal in this court ruling was a 
statement that extolled the “cultural impor- 
tance” of street musicians while re-affirming 
First Amendment rights for all buskers. 
However, in two years City Hall has yet act on 
this decision either by sanctioning busking or 
by establishing guidelines to offer street musi- 
cians legal protection. 

Between sets near the Market-Frankford 
turnstiles, David says that he has seen some 
improvements over the last year. “At Suburban, 
the officers are fine with me. Sometimes they 
drive up in their carts just to listen,” he says. 
However, David also notes that city police 
response to his busking varies by location. “I 
was at Rittenhouse Square over the weekend 
and an officer came up to me and said that I 
could play in public, but that I couldn't leave 
my case open to ask for donations. How am I 
supposed to make a living if people can't make 
donations?” This inconsistency has led David, 


like numerous other street musicians, back 
down to Suburban Station as one of 
Philadelphia's few safe but increasingly crowd- 
ed havens for busking. 

As mayor, I would strike out the ambigui- 
ties in the municipal laws that seem to support 
public arts and artistry while ostensibly 
attempting to clear the streets of the homeless 
and derelict. As mayor, I would also compel 
SEPTA to eliminate its busking regulations in 
place at 30th Street, Suburban, and Market 
East Stations as well as in all city subway sta- 
tions. My new ordinances would allow all 
buskers to play to their hearts’ content (at a 
reasonable volume) regardless of race, age, 
motive or instrument. The sixty-five year-old 
subway dweller blowing “Hot Cross Buns” on 
a recorder would share the same rights as the 
most talented Curtis Institute violinist playing 
Baroque pieces in Rittenhouse Square. At this 
point, without the fear of extensive fines and 
jailing, the city’s musicians and would-be 
musicians could step out of hiding to flood the 
public squares and concourses with music, and 
Philadelphia could begin the slow process of 
reviving its arts from the street up. # 

Dave Alf lives in Doylestown and studies at 
Haverford College. 
RERERE RE RLRERLTRYS 


MAKE THE DUMPSTERS BEAUTIFUL 
BY ARIEL BEN-AMOS 


his city is often associated with miles of 

ted brick row houses populated by old 
men crouching on low stoops, sporting white 
t-shirts, which do little to hide the luxuriant 
rug of hair underneath. For too long our strong 
and exuberant arts culture has gone unnoticed 
on a larger stage. Only recently have we been 
“rediscovered,” like Prague in the early 1990s. 
While the city has been largely successful in 
proving itself an exciting artistic place with its 
Fringe Festival, the Black Lily collective, and 
the Mural Arts Program, there is much the 
next mayor can do to bring art into the public 
sphere and earn this city true artistic renown. 
This includes taking art to the very streets and 
turning some of our most egregious encum- 
brances into works of art. By turning the 
dumpsters and trashcans of our streets into lit- 
eral works of art, we can transform 
Philadelphia's sidewalks into veritable art gal- 
leries. 

Chicago, New York City, and Lower 
Merion have all thought that the placement of 
large anthropomorphic canvases at strategic 
intersections was the way to go. We in Philly 
can do much better. No prissy plastic cows, no 
polyurethane Labradors. We've got bustling 
streets with large unsightly trash receptacles in 
every neighborhood, just itching to be turned 
into art. Just as SEPTA has wrapped its buses 
to advertise for the Philadelphia Museum of 
Art and pharmaceutical products, dingy worn 
metal can become the canvas for community 
artists to shape and decorate the streets of their 
neighborhood. The art itself, printed on two- 
millimeter graffiti-proof plastic, can be shrink- 
wrapped onto dumpsters, turning them into 
objects of beauty. 

A typical dumpster can be wrapped for 
around $1,000 and a trash can for much less. 
After application, the wrapping lasts up to 
three years. The cost of wrapping dumpsters 
can be picked up by charitable trusts, non- 
profits, or sponsored by community groups. If 
the mayor put his or her weight behind such a 
program, it would encourage funding from the 
philanthropic community and support from 
the waste management companies whose 


dumpsters and receptacles would be used. The 


A 


city is already practiced in putting art out in the 
open, as evidenced by the more than 2,300 
murals and the Percent for Art ordinance, 
which mandates private funding for the com- 
mission of public art works. Moreover, 
Philadelphia is replete with community organ- 
izations, which can provide the logistical sup- 
port for creating this new venue for the city’s 
artists. These groups, acting as the voices of the 
community, will facilitate the neighborhoods’ 
transformation of their streets into outlets of 
self-expression. By turning the city into a 
gallery and moving art out of the studios and 
into the streets, Philadelphia can become an 
incubator of creativity. # 

Ariel Ben-Amos is a student at the University 
of Pennsylvania. 
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SEIZE THE SPACES 
By LAURA COXSON 

would hold food festivals, film screenings, 

lectures and concerts in the courtyard at the 
center of City Hall. Another venue I'd like to 
see used more is the steps of the Philadelphia 
Museum of Art. The city needs more free out- 
door events. 

Since SEPTA doesn’t seem to make very 
good use of their unbelievable turn of the cen- 
tury subway platforms, some aspiring club- 
dance troupe should! The acoustics are amaz- 
ing and the spaces are huge and various, and 
architecturally stimulating. I think there 
should be all-night parties underground. (I 
hesitate to use the word “raves.”) These would 
be “take back the streets” events to reclaim 
public spaces. 

Td make pedestrian-only streets, as well as 
bike-only streets, strengthen the public trans- 
portation network and make many of the park- 
ing lots and garages into parks. Because there 
can never be enough parks. And trees, thou- 
sands more. I'd make Philadelphia the tree 
capital of the world, with tree species matching 
street names, to help the general populace with 
tree-identification. # 

Laura Coxson lives in Philadelphia. 
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ONE BIG CHECKERBOARD 
BY JEFF P. ELSTONE 

f I were mayor of Philadelphia, I would cor- 

don off twenty-two square blocks in the area 
from approximately Washington to Oregon 
Avenues and 13th to Front Streets, beginning 
in the month of June in the year 2005. I would 
recruit a legion of artisan stone painters from 
Egypt to paint the aforementioned area in a 
checkerboard pattern, to be completed no later 
than July 1. (Really, they would only need to 
paint every other block the color white in mul- 
tuple coats, due to the inherent blackness of the 
asphalt.) Efforts would begin at each corner of 
the Box and work towards the center, so as not 
to disturb nor hinder local traffic. Residents 
within the Box would be compensated for any 
inconveniences in the form of a bundle of 
known Philadelphian movies on VHS format: 
Rocky II, Trading Places, and Fallen. Catering 
would be sponsored by Tastycake and Club 
Ozz (Girard Avenue and Front Street). A 
chess game of behemoth proportions would be 
assembled to begin on July 4 at dawn and con- 
clude at midnight the same day. After sunset, 
the Box would be illuminated by lighting gear 
discarded from Veterans Stadium. A battle cry 
would be sounded at 10 p.m., and subsequent- 
ly either side would have no more than seven 
and a half minutes to make their move. Pieces 
would consist of ten individuals of varied eth- 
nicities: three whites, three blacks, four 
Hispanics—five of whom would be volunteers 
and five of whom would be probationaries. 
Participants on both sides would be required to 
exhibit the attire corresponding to their 
assigned team (determined earlier using a coin 
minted in Philadelphia circa 1979 and tossed 
into the air on the middle plateau of the art 
museum's stairs), either red or yellow and 
acquired from South Philadelphia's Wal-Mart 
and Target stores, respectively. 

The individuals who compose each partic- 
ular chess piece would be aware of their identi- 
ties in relation to the Game by the logo that 
would be sewn onto their shirts in the days 
leading up to the Game. For example, the per- 
sons who represent the red queen would have 
an image of Queen Elizabeth or perhaps 
another queen from times past. But an image 
such as Cleopatra's would not be permitted or 
seen since Cleopatra was more of a Pharaohess 
than a queen, not to mention how the 
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THE MATJE PLAN FOR PHILADELPHIA 


BY JOE MATJE 

do not envy the next mayor of Philadelphia. 

This past weekend I attended the 
Community Voices Forum sponsored by the 
Philadelphia Inquirer, and the community 
there had much to say about how to improve 
Philadelphia at this vital juncture. Each idea 
was good, for there is much to be done. The 
next mayor will have to act on these important 
issues, with every move he makes under a 
microscope. 

That said, I present the following three 
ideas, from largest to smallest, as food for 
thought to all of the Philadelphia Independent 
readers. Please feel free to comment on my 
ideas: I love hearing feedback on my thoughts 
and drawings. My first idea is an improvement 
for SEPTA, my second is an improvement to 
Philadelphia's struggling public school system, 
and the third is some action for all of our city’s 
bicycle riders. 


IDEA #1: 

SEPTA is both a blessing and a curse to 
Philadelphians. It is tough to say that having 
SEPTA is a bad thing, since compared to 
cities like Houston and Phoenix that have no 
public transportation, Philadelphia is great. 
But for daily riders such as myself, who end up 
cursing SEPTA at least once a week, the 
agency is hurting our town. I lived in 
Washington DC for four years after I gradu- 
ated college: why can't SEPTA be more like 
Washington’s Metro system? The Metro 
enjoys four times as many daily riders as 
SEPTA, but the population of the District is 
five hundred thousand, compared to one and a 
half million people in Philadelphia. Why is 
this? Could it be that while SEPTA’s Regional 
Rail train crawls along the line at a snail's pace, 
DC’s Metro trains fly alongside the highways, 
passing cars at seventy miles an hour? Could it 
be that SEPTA Regional Rail trains arrive at 
stations once per hour while no two Metro 
trains are more than twelve minutes apart dur- 
ing any time of the day? These are problems 
for SEPTA, but I will not present solutions to 
them at this time. There is one issue in my 
mind that trumps those I have just mentioned: 
Once you are in downtown Philadelphia, you 
cannot get anywhere! Market and Broad 
Streets are the only places serviced by high 
speed, high density people-movers. What if 
you are going somewhere that isn’t on Market 
or Broad? People—especially tourists or those 
who do not live in the city—do not like taking 
two or three buses after riding a subway to get 
to one of Philadelphia's many attractions. But 
tourists aside, SEPTA’s bread and butter are 
the inner city residents who could potentially 
use the system for every trip around town. 
SEPTA is letting most of these people down, 
hence the financial problems for the agency 
year after year. Let’s think about some of the 
unconnected places in Philadelphia: The 
Museum of Art, The State 
Penitentiary, South Street shopping, 
Fairmount Park, the Greater Northeast, Navy 
Yard Business Center, Franklin Mills; the list 
goes on and on. 

I propose adding the following subway 
line to the existing SEPTA subway system, 
tying this town together (see Figure 1). This 
new line uses two segments of existing 
SEPTA track (phases 2 and 4), and requires 
the construction of two new right-of-ways, 
both underground (phases 1 and 3). The track 
between the Fairmount Station and the 8th 
Street station is the current Broad Street spur. 
The track between Norristown and Allegheny 
is the current R6 line. These two pieces plus 
the new underground subway portions will 
link the two existing subway lines together in 
a more efficient way. It eliminates the spur 
from our subway system, a blatant design flaw, 
and it eliminates part of the outdated Regional 
Rail system. It links together 
Philadelphia attractions, as you can see on the 
diagram. It will ease traffic problems on 422 
and I-76 expressways during rush hour. People 
can exit 422 at Norristown to board the high- 
speed line into downtown, helping to ease 
traffic on I-76. Manayunk and downtown can 
be linked by high-speed line, easing Main 
Street traffic and parking issues. South Street 
is linked, alleviating the traffic problems 
around that neighborhood. 

I believe that adding this line will pay for 
itself in two ways. The first is by increased 
SEPTA ridership. Not only will more people 
be riding on the new line, but ridership will 
increase on the two existing subway lines once 
they are interconnected better. The second 
way is through economic development spurred 
by the new subway stations. Neighborhoods 
around new subway stations will get a boost 
from increased pedestrian traffic and related 
s. Perhaps the city can use this increase 
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FIG. 1 d plan for the proposed Museum Line Subway. 


in economic activity to set up tax structures to 
fund the new construction. After this line is 
complete, SEPTA might continue to add to 
the downtown core subway system, and bring 
this town onto the world stage of public trans- 
portation. 


IDEA #2: 

Philadelphia public schools are struggling. 
This town will never be great if residents do 
not feel comfortable sending their children to 
the local school. This is at the heart of the 
middle class flight from our city, and every 
other American city. Many things must hap- 
pen to help solve all of the problems of our 
public schools, and I like the actions 
Philadelphia School District CEO Paul Vallas 
has taken such as requiring schools to report 
crimes to administrators, expelling the stu- 
dents responsible for those crimes, and raising 
test scores after only one year in charge. 

I put the following idea on the table: 
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bike rack option #1 


bike rack option #2 


FIG. 2. Proposed alterations to the design of 
city sidewalk bicycle racks. 


through state and federal funds, all inner city 
public school teachers should not have to pay 
for student loans while they are teaching. My 
wife teaches for Philadelphia public schools, 
and her monthly student loan payment is 
around four hundred dollars. If a significant 
portion of this debt were torgiven while teach- 
ing in the city, coupled with the nine weeks of 
vacation per year, inner city teaching would be 
a tempting career choice for more qualified 
individuals. As more teachers apply for city 
jobs, the quality of the applicant pool will 
improve. For once the school district may have 
a choice in the faculty they select, instead of 
struggling throughout the school year to fill 
staffing gaps in many city schools. 

The incentive will help teachers remain 
where they are, rather than quit after one or 
two years in the city school system. As teach- 
ers remain loyal to the school district and 
experiences with the school administrators 
and fellow teachers improve, the level of 
teaching will also rise. The teachers will devel- 
op relationships with the communities around 
the schools and will be more effective catalysts 
to inner city youth success. 

This idea is neither new nor far-fetched. 
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While former President Bill Clinton was in 
office, he pushed through legislation that eased | 


‘| 


student loan debt for teachers in poor districts, | 


but only for the Stafford Loan portion of stu- 
dent debts, and with a maximum of $5,000 
spread over up to a decade of teaching. Plus, 
teachers had to have obtained the loans after 
1998 to qualify, which left out many teachers 
with older debts. I am pushing for total debt 
relief during teaching years, with no restric- 
tions on age or amount. This type of high-pro- 
file benefit will help our inner city schools. 


IDEA #3: 


Philadelphia is actively marketing the | 


bicycle as a transportation choice, and my final 
idea is a way to add to that marketing. I do see 
more and more bikes around town, and thank- 
fully more and more bicycle lanes. The city has 


published and distributed a bicycle-friendly | 


street map and other bike info in a nicely- 
made brochure, helping to market the bicycle 
idea. The city has also made it clear that it will 
add to the bicycle route network throughout 
the city, and I believe that bicycling will con- 
tinue to grow. 


~: x 3 S | 
Around Center City, it is tough to find 


dedicated bicycle parking spots once you pedal 
somewhere. Locking your bike up on a sign or 


parking meter works fine, but is unsightly for | 


pedestrians and says nothing of the city’s com- 
mitment to the bicycle population. Market 
Street, Chestnut Street, and a few others have 


two boring, rainbow style bike racks per block, 


and these are constantly in use. I Propose to 
add more bicycle parking racks throughout 


town, but with a more stylish design to attract 


the attention of potential bike riders. 

Two new designs for the bicycle parking 
racks are shown in figure two. These will iS 
placed on every Center City block to begin 
with, and spread out to all neighborhoods 
throughout town in the future, There should 


be two or three racks per block on every block | 


and every street. As the bike racks become 
more noticeable to pedestrians and visitors, 
the city will develop the image of a true bicy- 
cle-friendly town. Bike travelers will have 
many options for parking their bikes no mat- 


ter what the destination. The racks will have | 


the city’s bicycle logo and city logos on the 
round faceplate, helping to : advertise 
Philadelphia as a place to bike for both leisure 
and commuting, 

I see that more and more individuals are 
interested in making Philadelphia grow and 
develop, and the city should welcome catalysts 
in_getting these ideas and information out 
there. I welcome comments and suggestions 
on my sketches and thoughts; you can reach 
me at jmatje@yahoo.com, a _ 


Joe Matye is an engineer at AEC Design 


Studio and a member of the Design Advocacy | 


Group, He lives in Queens Village. 
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SHIP OUT 


ven my own considerable powers of 

description fail to suggest how pleased 

I am to be once more soothed by the 
cool silk of the autumn air in New York, for I 
have newly arrived here after an eventful sea- 
son of passive sociology on that unspoken-of 
nearby paradise, Cuba. It might seem a sur- 
prise—to those who have lived such a long 
uninterrupted while in their Northeast 
American experiential monastery that they 
have grown to loathe their own dear home 
through excessive familiarity—that I am so 
pleased to have escaped an isolated Caribbean 
Xanadu. Cuba—beleaguered, dignified, slow- 
paced, sultry, rum-soaked and tobacco-fresh— 
has been fully realized by this author, and had 
I spent another day there I would have only 
entered into the realm of diminishing returns. 

Not less worth considering was the sub- 
stantial anxiety I felt in preparing to return to 
the United States; this greatly eroded the 
monolith of relaxation upon which I was 
perched at any of ten thousand airy Havana 
bars. For it is illegali—now more so than any 
time since the late 1970s—for an American 
citizen to visit Cuba uninvited. A bramble of 
legal technicalities greet the Yank returning 
from Havana; having never gone through it 
before, and being unsure of its intricacies, I was 
understandably preoccupied. 

Going to Cuba had been simple, if a little 
too exciting, in the manner of jumping the bar- 
ricade of a longed-for plot of private property. 
Not to mention, when I arrived, Cuban- 
American relations were, if not warm, at least 
extant, unlike at the present. And once there, I 
had been graciously welcomed, and every 
moment made to feel like a visiting dignitary 
or a long-lost relative. 

But coming home, I risked arrest, confisca- 
tion of my notes and souvenirs, permanent 
inclusion on our Government's growing black- 
list, and, thanks to the foamy-mawed Patriot 
Act, indefinite incarceration without due 
process. So I was understandably roused; and I 
am understandably pleased to have it all 
behind me. And I think the United States 
should be no less enthralled to have me home, 
at the beginning of this crucial, tumultuous 
political year. I return restored, and fit to lead 
my unwilling admirers against the incumbent 
foe of national bellifoonery. 

Most vacationers describe some discomfort 
upon first return- 


frankly appalled at how little has actually hap- 
pened in the last six months, all the while 
seeming to you like the great paroxysms of 
History unfolding. In fact the world I return to 
is near to exactly the world I expected to find— 
not that my expectations were too optimistic. I 
can only say the trembling liberals have shown 
great, restraint and tact—or spinelessness—for 
not more frequently intoning “told you so” 
whenever the hawks back off another of their 
moral certainties and factual inventions. 

I recall being informed by the news urchins 
of Consulado Street when Mr. Bush and Mr. 
Blair stood side by side and insisted upon—not 
asked for—the world’s forgiveness for the 
forged weapons reports made public in 
January. A lean young Cubano named Julio, 
sporting a New York Yankees baseball cap per- 
formed in his best-—though quite bad—British 
trill: “History will forgive us...” And he went 
on quoting Mr. Bush, hilariously hispanified— 
to use Mr. Bush’s own term— “We will be 
proved right ...” The joke here has nothing to 
do with the shameful spectacle of the world’s 
two most powerful men pulling out of their 
own mess, but of the language they have cho- 
sen to do it with. 

The executives, in their embarrassed plead- 
ing, were quoting nobody less than El Jefe 
himself, Fidel Castro. 

In 1952, while on trial for an armed insur- 
gency against the Moncada Barracks in 
Eastern Cuba, Dr. Castro delivered his most 
famous passage of oratory—and this at the 
start of a rhetorical career that would burst all 
but the most oaken bookshelves—and con- 
cluded with this: “History will absolve me!” 
Imagine how Eisenhower's America must have 
snickered at the guerrilla’s juvenile ideologism, 
and how it must have burned with indignation 
when, seven years later, a resurrected Dr. 
Castro fought off 


ing home: a feeling 
of being out-of- 
the-loop with the 
news of the day. In 
my own case, I 
have no such 
first, 
because it is a mat- 


sense: 


ter of survival to 
the knickerbocker 
that he escape the 
local rhythm peri- 
odically, or else be 


Colonel Batista, 
and then fended 
off a handful of 
American _ inva- 
sions attempting to 
undo Castro’s revo- 
lution. And how 
Cubans, at the 
time, must have 
been sure they were 
being graced by a 
true secular savior. 


Well, by now 


consumed by it. 

And second, because the Cuban people, 
though deprived of anything resembling 
decent current information about the outside 
world, are remarkably intuitive, they seem to he 
mediums of the very spirit of History—and I 
here generalize unapologetically about a 
national characteristic that did not seem to be 
recessive in a single individual of my acquain- 
tance. I was kept informed of every last devel- 
opment in the summer's geopolitical soap 
opera, not by way of the tycoon-owned cable 
news monopolies, but by the consistently reli- 
able gossip on the side-streets of Havana. 
Gregarious strect-urchins could tell me every- 
thing from the scores of the American baseball 
games the night before to the transgressions of 
our cinematic celebrities to the body count of 
the most recent skirmish on the Tigris, all 
without the benefit of access to anything 
resembling journalism. The information 


seemed to be channeled directly into the skulls 


of these fellows from the very communications 
satellites in their towering orbits. 

It seems that when the national informa- 
tion sefvice is occupied with the pathetic con- 
fabulations of State propaganda—in Cuba's 
case, the entertaining but surprisingly ama- 
teurish Granma—then the native gossip 
becomes downright empirical. Compare this 
circumstance to the presumably free and open 
American press, which inspires rumor, super- 
stition, and ignorance in its constituency. 

And of course the second cause of my per- 
fect familiarity with foreign news, despite 
spending such lengths of time behind the 
Banana Tree Curtain, is that nothing has hap- 
pened that it was not perfectly obvious would hap- 
pen, half a year ago. American soldiers are mired 
in the Iraqi quag, the immense scale of the 
administration's fibbing is slowly revealing 
itself—from its economic calamity to its child- 
ish forgeries of cassus belli—and the great 
Republic is hobbling along toward new 
achievements in idiocy, inanity, and reptilian- 
ism. If you have been so unfortunate to have 
spent the whole season inert, you would be 


~ 


their lesson is well- 
learned about 
prophets, and today the Cubans, all the wiser, 
are having their fun with George Bush’s less- 
than messianic speechifying. 

At the Plaza de Armas in Havana, where 
books are sold under the shade of the ceiba 
trees, little volumes of the History Will 
Absolye Me speech, bound in miniature with 
red-pleather covers, are hawked for a dollar 


self-proclaimed political 


apiece. It is required reading for Cuban school- 
children, still Fidel’s proudest rhetoric; but I 
have been hard-pressed to discover an ordinary 
citizen reading it. Despite Cuba’s near-univer- 
sal literacy, Cubans will hardly ever be seen 
reading anything. Nobody here sees much use 
in reading, or in any form of self-improvement, 
even if they are capable of it. One’s lot in 
Cuban life, once determined, is set permanent- 
ly. Outside of school and work, there is no 
opportunity for advancement. I doubt there is 
a more generally intelligent national popula- 
tion in the hemisphere, and it is a wonder to 
hear the depth of their defeatism, and to see 
this unsuspected after-shock of excessive State 
control. 

An uncloseted American, I am teased 
about the nervous cowboy residing, by force of 
democratic default, in my Casa Blanca—but 
only gently. No people is so attuned to the dis- 
tance between a leader and a populace as the 
Cuban, and none is so sympathetic about an 
ideologue gone haywire at the top of a nation- 
al administration. Every conversation on the 
topic ends with the same gencrous concession: 
“At least when your president is bad, you only 
wait four years.” 

Fidel is a national hero, and the majority of 
Cubans (whom I have found not the least bit 
worried about speaking about such things, 
despite the accounts of fear and reprisal so 
prevalent in the United States) only want to 
figure out the most expeditious method of 
removing him with honor. To this patient citi- 
zenry, that may just be waiting for Nature to 
impeach him. There is no will or energy or, for 
that matter, desire, to depose him by force; he 
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FROM THE ISLE OF CUBA 


AND SO I SMUGGLED MYSELF BACK FROM EXILE 


~ By HENRY WILLIAM BROWNEJOHNS ~ 


All photographs were taken in Cuba by Latimer Ogsbury, who accompanied the author. 


is a stale George Washington in this country, 
the charismatic savior whose greatest fault is 
his terrible political timing. That, and his 
renewed mortal ruthlessness, now that he has 
been handed so many political aces by the 
clumsiness of the Bush Administration's for- 
eign policy. 

Since the incidents of the Spring, in which 
a series of Cuban vessels were commandeered 


by political refugees aimed for the U.S., and ° 


the lot of them were 


ne plus ultra of poor diplomacy: mute voices 
and turned backs. ' 

I had arrived in Cuba while official rela- 
tions were still somewhat intact—though as I 
was travelling without the benefit of official 
credentials, I could not enjoy such legal protec- 
tions. But now I must come home through a 
reinforced blockade, and this new miasma of 
ill-feeling. Though it might have been a two- 
and-a-half hour flight directly home to beloved 


“tetygned to Cuba, to. | 
face trial and execu- 
tion (for terrorism), 
Cuban-American 
relations have gone 
completely rotten. 
The sproutling 
exchange programs, 
the academic, athlet- 
ic, and cultural excur- 
sions between the 
nations, all have been 
suspended by the 
American — govern- 
ment. Even as 
American-held _pris- 
oners of war face 
non-civil trial and 
secret execution on 
the Eastern end of 
this very island, the 


,Cotham, |, rathet I 
J,,must circumyent the 
law and a day and a 
half by landing in 
Cancun, Mexico; 


Paatet 6 bir he, 


Pennsylvania; and 


only then, finally, 
hoary Laguardia 
DETOUR 


TO CANCUN 

From Jose Marti 
International Airport 
I am whisked West 
toward Mexico and 
the Gomorrah of 
Cancun. = Arriving 
here, I wend into an 
interminable immi- 
gration line, a box of 
unlicensed and unde- 


clared cigars growing 


U.S. simultaneously 
dared Cuba against using capital punishment 
on its inmates, threatening to sever what scanty 
relations exist between the countries, and pres- 
suring the United Nations into new sanctions, 
should any inmate be treated like a Texan 
inmate. 

First, the U.S. followed through on its 
threat and forbade even the most innocuous 
academic exchange with Cuba; then, Cuba 


larger 
satchel all the time. When I reach the Mexican 
immigration officer’s window, I begin the per- 


within my 


formance 1 have rehearsed since landing in 
Cuba—the casual delivery of my passport, and 
in my softest voice, I knowingly ask that the 
gentleman not stamp anything in it, this time 
around. This is my first ruse, ultimately intend- 
ed to thwart the keen senses of America’s own 
immigration man—who, if he does not see evi- 


sentenced the remaining hijackers (which had 
been handed over to the Cuban authorities by 
the United States Coast Guard) to life in 
prison, rather than death, But there has been 


no movement on the renewed American 
blockade, It is a complicated ordeal between 
two grown-up children behaving badly, and so 
far all Humanity has got from it is a good deal 
of death, a great deal of incarceration, and the 


dence of my ¢wice arriving in Mexico, will have 
no cause to inquire about my possibly un- 


American v: 


acation destination. 


I am studied through narrowed eyes, my 
passport threatened under the raised fist of the 
Mexican immigration-man, and my cunning 
scheme is shattered by a bolt of red ink. 
Thump. Your author has entered Mexico, ofti- 
cially, twice, The officer shakes his head and 


tells me that the next time, if I really want him 
to help me sneak across the border this way, to 
fold a twenty-dollar bill into my passport. He 
then welcomes me to Mexico and shoos me off 
into the airport. 

After such an extended visit among the 
scarcity and deprivation of Cuba, Cancun 
appears quadrupled in its gaudy turpitude. The 
immense hotels, the overweight gringos with- 
in, the endless strip of resorts and franchised 
restaurants; and the quiet-running automo- 
biles, the smooth-paved highway, the white, 
groomed beaches, the brightly-lit boulevard. 
The excess and the efficiency. Impossible, 
already, to believe Cuba was a real place, and 
not some Platonic cave of the pessimist’s mind 
hovering like a mirage over the Caribbean Sea. 
Yet my pockets are filled with evidence of it— 
flimsy tin pesos, paper money imprinted with 
fists and machine guns, hand-written bus tick- 
ets—and indeed, it is less than an hour beyond 
the gleaming, pyramid-shaped, waterfall- 
bedecked Cancun Hilton. 

It-is the good fortune of my journalistic 
reputation, and this newspaper's bureau of for- 
eign correspondence, that I was passing 
through Cancun not long before the meeting 
of the World Trade Organization would con- 
vene, with all the usual ravenous groupies 
clambering at the barricades, demanding 
scraps of clothing, locks of hair, and liberty and 
democracy from the international bureaucrats. 

I am too honest a fellow to invent an 
account—though I am confident it would be a 
fine narrative—of my experiences during the 
Cancun convention and the concurrent 
protests, because I was not in fact there. I had 
alteady.made,my harrowing escape. into..the 
American States by the time the WTO meet- 
ing convened—assisted by a timely flight delay 
which endangered 
my connection in 


European interests that dominate the WIO— 
and here I’ll hang my hat on 21, as I am, last I 
checked, an American press-man, and too pre- 
occupied to make my own count.) At issue in 
Cancun was an international agreement on 
farm subsidies—a dry issue if ever there was 
one, but a ferociously debated matter, and out- 
side the insulated borders of our own country, 
a pivotally divisive problem that well rends at 
the goodwill of civilization itself. And the G- 
21 had formed to gain some little leverage on 
this matter, recognizing their disproportionate 
like-mindedness on this issue, and the equal 
degree to which their citizens suffer under 
present conditions. 

It seems second nature to Americans to 
expect his farmer-countrymen to be paid, 
whether they are good farmers or not. The 
U.S. government—and Japan, South Korea, 
and the European Union—ensures farm sol- 
vency by paying domestic farmers handsome 
subsidies regardless of their farms’ production, 
enabling their crops to be sold cheaply, and 
their international dominance to remain 
unquestionable, fair weather and foul. A 
farmer anyplace else on the globe must be 
twice as productive, with half as many 
resources, to degin to compete with his first- 
world peers. But even this tip of the scales is 
not favorable enough to the American econo- 
mist, and the Trade Organization is in the 
process of ratifying a new international agricul- 
tural policy by 2005, which would set this 
favoritism in stone, and improve things still 
further for the Yankee powers. Precisely, the 
Western powers would like to bundle farm- 
subsidy agreements with international invest- 
ment policies: we shall shave a few dollars off 
of the payola, if you renounce socialist agendae 
and protectionism. The Cancun meetings were 
scheduled as an integral step in the WTO's 
long-term agenda—placate the poor majority 
with lightweight agricultural agreements, 
counterbalanced by far more impactive social 
and economic treaties—including internation- 
al dictates regarding how customs should be 
run, and how pleasant it is to sell off factories 
to multinational corporations. Very few multi- 
national corporations, it is worth noting, are 
based in Uganda or Uruguay. , 

The G-21 formed to try and take some of 
the stuffing out of this preposterous nepo- 

tism—mainly by 
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awkwardly 
stamped, and perfectly unscrutinized. 

But as for the unfolding events in Cancun, 
while I do not pretend to give a first-hand 
analysis, 1 am not squeamish about summariz- 
ing and opinionating upon what has occurred 
since my brief stay there, based on my own 
impeccable instincts, my network of energetic 
informants, and my unfettered joy at specula- 
tion. 

Geographically, Cancun is shaped like a 
suitcase-handle jutting out into the sea from 
the Mexican coast. This handle is divided into 
several garish “zones,” by an act of the addled 
Chamber of Commerce that invented this 
place: the Hotel Zone, the Party Zone, and the 
Commercial Zone, among them. These zones 
are indistinguishable from one another, with- 
out any discernable boundaries between them; 
but for the sake of inebriated undergraduates 
looking for their Eastertide lodgings, this sim- 


plifying cartography was deemed necessary. In 
any case, the central Hotel Zone was selected 
to host the World Trade Organization's 
Summit on Agriculture and Trade, and so this 
strip of prefabricated, neon-trimmed faux- 


as walled off from the 


Aztec pleasure palaces 
rest of the city, chain-link fences raised, plastic 
and concrete barricades erected, police posi- 
tions established, and protest-pens readied—all 
so that the miserable WTO could conduct its 
business without the troublesome visions of the 
Consequences of Their Actions crashing 
through the plate windows of the Cancun 
Sheraton. 

Sull, at the commencement of the barter- 
ing, the Trade Organization found its com- 
plexion marred by a new faction in its ranks, 
the G-21. (While’ this is the name—or the 
numeral—the British and the American press 
have settled on, in Canada and the third world 
it is being called the G-22, and in China, go 


* figure, the press is all agog about the “G-20.” 


Whatever its perfect multiple, this faction is 
comprised of that many third-world countries 
who have finally pooled their strengths to 
oppose the North American, East Asian, and 


Some of the ideal- 
ists dared to demand such a concession on the 
grounds of “justice” and “fairness,” while the 
more practical simply stated that the peace of 
the world depended on it. 

Meanwhile, and as ever, the Summit was 
met by the hordes of anarchists, free-lovers, 
activists, union-men, egalitarians, cotfee- 
drinkers, vegetarians, and enlightened vision- 
aries who attempt to thwart every move of the 
WTO, charging it with secrecy, conspiracy, 


cronyism, racism, class-war, international fas- 

cism, and a host of other ideological crimes. 
In the crowd at Cancun there was also a 

surprisingly large showing of actual farmers 


from the lesser nations involved in the di 


As an indicator of the heat within this issue, 
one of these farmers, a South Korean fellow 
sporting a placard that read “WTO Kills 
Farmers,” climbed to the top of the barricade, 
shouting in the direction of the 
Conventioneers, and fatally stabbed himself. I 
only ask the reader to calculate what might 
make them stab themselves to death in public; 
and then to take this matter a fraction as seri- 
ously as that, to begin their own transtorma- 
tion into a sympathetic human being. 

When all was said and done, the Powers 
had heard out the rambunctious G-21, and 
then proposed a compromise treaty, which, 
remarkably, was just /tke the one they had already 
proposed. The G-21 had asked to separate the 
issues, and the Powers put them back on the 
same sheet of paper; the G-21 had asked that 
farm subsidies be reduced, if they were neces- 
sarily going to be an international issue at all, 
and the Powers offered a figure still lower than 
the one they had arrived at Cancun prepared to 
put on the table. The twenty-one—or however 
many—delegates walked out of the meeting, 
and the Summit came to an unhappy conclu- 
sion, and early. Not only would the E.U. and 
the Americans not go home with any signa- 
tures on their Mephistophelean pact, but 
Cancun was going to get short shrift of nwo 
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THE DISTANT SOUND OF ENGINES LIKE THE SEA 


Ghettopoly, continued 


from GHETTO, page 1 
criminal activity. 

One of Urban’s Philadelphia employees felt 
Ghettopoly was so offensive that she resigned 
her job over the game. Katherine Faith was a 
sales consultant at Urban’s call center up until 
late last month. 

“T think it’s a shame that Urban Outfitters 
feels they need to sell this to keep their con- 
sumer base,” Faith said. After quitting, Faith 
wrote to the company: 

“Your decision to humiliate 
Americans is a disgrace ... In the year that I 
worked for your company I was a witness to 


African 


many acts of neglect for the feelings and beliefs 
of your customers with a game like 
Ghettopoly, Urban Outfitters 
Anthropologie have finally taken that giant 
leap from irresponsible to downright offensive 
behavior ... Although you may think that your 
customers are idiots and don’t care what you 
sell, they do, and if you do not change your 
practices you wil} lose them. I should know, I 
used to be one of them.” 

Ghettopoly was created by 28-year-old 
David Chang of St. Mary’s, Pa. In a telephone 
interview, Chang maintained the game is a 


and 


harmless, humorous and knowing take on 
prevalent stereotypes of all races, and that con- 
sumers should take his intentions and the rest 
of popular culture into account before dismiss- 
ing his product. 

“I didn’t make the game to offend people. 
I'd like to pose a question to those people that 
are complaining. What's the difference 
between what I’m doing here and rappers talk- 
ing about pimps and hoes and slinging crack?” 
Chang said. “That’s what the hip-hop culture 
is. All these people call me a racist. If I’m racist, 
then this whole country is full of racists. Blacks 


on shelves at Urban’ Cambridge, Mass. store. 
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do it. Whites do it. Comedians do it. Why 
can’t I put this in a board game? I’m sorry that 
a black person is popping out of the “O.” I did- 
n't call the game “Blackopoly.” I’m not saying 
this is how African-American people are. This 
is urban culture—what’s selling, what’s hot 
right now, It’s hip-hop. If I’m going to make a 
game that’s not boring, that’s what I’m going to 
do, to give it a little bit of an urban edge.” 


Maxwell Opper, an Urban Outfitters sales- 
person who corresponds with online cus- 
tomers, also had strong feelings about 
Ghettopoly. “It reflects a view of the African- 
American community, which isn’t what you 
want... It’s not like Urban Outfitters needs to 
be selling it. It puts out a statement that they 
support that sort of thing ... it reflects on the 
employees who have to sell the game.” 
As of Oct. 5, Ghettopoly was not being sold in 
Urban Outfitters’ two Philadelphia locations, 
nor was it visible on the store’s website. “We 
don’t carry that game,” said a clerk at the 1809 
Walnut St. store. But a customer service repre- 
sentative at Urban’s 800 number processed an 
order for the game, which sells for $32, and the 
game was still on shelves at Urban's location in 
Cambridge, Ma. A spokesman for the 
Philadelphia chapter of the NAACP said the 
organization plans to have an official response 
soon. Should they choose protest Ghettopoly, 
the local NAACP would join chapters in 
Seattle, Washington and St. Petersburg, Fla., 
in demanding that Urban Outfitters stop sell- 
ing the game. 

Urban Outfitters Inc., founded and head- 
quartered in Philadelphia, does business as 
Urban Outfitters, Anthropologie and Free 
People. As of Aug. 14, the company had 54 
Urban Outfitters stores in the U.S., Canada 
and Europe; 43 Anthropologie stores in the 
U.S.; and sold products wholesale to 1,100 
specialty stores through its Free People unit, 
according to a company press release. 

Shares of Urban Outfitters have more than 
tripled in the past year, rising to a 52-week 
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Four cards from Ghettopoly. 


Chang said the game's stereotypes were not 
exclusively black, and gave game elements 
named Weinstein’s Gold and Silver and Ling 
Ling’s Massage Parlor as examples. He said the 
game had been at Urban Outfitters for less 
then a month, and that the company was the 
first, other than his own website, to sell the 
game to the public. Chang's website also lists 
listed, which include 


future games 


“Redneckopoly” and “Hiphopopoly.” 


high of $30 on Oct. 6, 2003. Since 1999, sales 
have doubled to $422.8 million from $209 mil- 
lion, and net income has risen 74 percent to 
$27.4 million from $15.8 million. 

As of Jan. 31, 2002, the end of its most 
recent fiscal year, the company had about $278 
million in total assets and $53.6 million in total 
liabilities, and employed about 3,200 people. # 

Rowan Kaiser studies history at Antioch 
College. He lives in West Philadelphia. 
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days worth of the conventioneers’ martini- 
money. A dark day for capitalism. 

The protestors saw this as a great victory 
for their cause; any time someone goes home in 
a huff from a WTO event, it indicates to the 
anarchists that they are a step closer to their 
goal. I beg a little more temperance on the mat- 
ter. The formation of the G-21 is a monumen- 
tal development in international affairs, one of 
what I expect to be many examples of the 
world’s poor majority realizing the power of 
their plurality over the richest nations. 

But one must not always be too pleased 
when communications are severed, regardless 
of what sort of communications they are. The 
United States and the European Union will 
only be too pleased to write up their economic 
plans without the input of the nations of the 
world; indeed, without any sort of internation- 
al guideline, the powers will go about bullying 
their arrangements with foreign countries one 
at a time, and do as much harm to the world’s 
poor and dusty as they would under their “com- 
promise” treaty now moldering at the bottom 
of a Mexican wastebasket. The walkout of the 
G-21 is best followed up by a return to negoti- 
ations, to utilize the little shift of momentum 
they have won at Cancun, to be sure no-one is 
mistaken that these rules must be written, and 
that they will only be written with every 
nation’s consent. The growing ranks of protes- 
tors ought to worry more if there are no more 
summits to harass, than if the summits are 
mired in happy stalemate. The WTO is likely 
as sinister an organization as the world has 
seen, its whole purpose being to override the 
democratic decisions of the world’s local popu- 
lations; but the delegates of the G-21 have got 
the right idea—get inside and manipulate the 
group's power from there. Some of the protes- 
tors might think they have brought the WTO 
one step closer to dissolution; the smarter ones 
will know they may have instead brought it one 
step closer to enlightenment. 


APPENDIX 
ON THE SUICIDE OF A FARMER 
Mr. Lee Kyung-hae has made quick work of 
his anonymity, in the act of disemboweling 


himself on the sun-shiney riot fences of 
Cancun. He is the South Korean farmer who, 
transported by the passions of democratic 
action, committed suicide by knife while wear- 
ing a placard accusing the World Trade 
Organization of the crime of his murder. 

Everybody in the vicinity, apparently, was 
completely surprised by his act, but in mob 
rule, the bar is quickly raised for extreme 
modes of behavior. Mr. Lee was promptly car- 
ried off to the hospital while his place was 
taken by another throng of protestors, heeding 
his last request: “Don’t worry about me, just 
struggle your hardest!” It is not Et Tu, but then 
he was a farmer and not an emperor—and this 
is exactly his point. 

Mr. Lee, however, must be understood 
whole—in fact whether we want to do him jus- 
tice or belittle him to make ourselves feel bet- 
ter, there is no other way but to know a few 


things further about him. It turns out his fatal 
performance at Cancun was not an entirely 
unprecedented act, and this certainly not his 
first foray into politics; Mr. Lee had stabbed 
himself in the stomach at an international 
trade meeting in Geneva in 1990, and had 
tried a two-month hunger strike there in 
February, the last time he got together with the 
WTO. Mr. Lee was rather hard on himself, 
and we may as well be happy for him that he 
has succeeded where he has been striving, so 
unfortunately, for so long. And Mr. Lee is, if 
nothing else, a potent illustration of the failure 
of the international community to improve the 
conditions of others like him even after thir- 
teen years of post-Cold War internationalism. 
It is self-destructive extremism, surely—but we 
are well into the Age of the Self-Destructive 
Extremist, and we should be wise enough by 
now to look past what the extremist stands for, 
and look at what has made him this way to 
begin with. # 

Henry William Brownejohns is Assistant 
Editor at THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT. 
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Egyptian quota would have already been met 
by the works of the aforementioned artisans. In 
the event that the Game ends in victory for the 
reds or yellows within the space of no more 
than eight hours, teams will be required to 
restart again, otherwise the Box would become 
a massive checkerboard and locals would have 
been encouraged beforehand to have their 
plain black or red attire on hand. I would then 
hire my father, a former aerial photographer, 
and bestow him with exclusive rights to cover 
the event along with a single cameraman, M. 
Night Shyamalan himself, who would linger in 
the belly of a single engine Cessna and capture 
the footage using a VHS camera that is 
weighty enough to cause the pilot to keep the 
nose of the plan pointed upwards ever so 
slightly for the duration of the flight, flying 
back and forth and to and fro. The footage 
would be sold to most major national net- 
works, as well as al-Jazeera, and the event 
would become both a local and national pas- 
time in commemoration of our independence. 
Additionally, WAWA Inc. would be contract- 
ed to offer the footage on DVD format. 
Proceeds from the event would be channeled 
towards an initiative to restrict the aroma of 
urine that permeates the air of our great city. A 
handsome reward would:be offered for an 
invention that allows for the containment of 
odors within an open-air context. Philadelphia 
would once again become the bastion of free- 
dom and, quite possibly, a leading internation- 
al city for large-scale board games. 

Lastly, a family of leopards would roam the 
perimeter of my mansion and would be trained 
to either devour or groom an intruder at will 
and on command. 

This is doable. « 

Jeff P Elstone lives in South Kensington. He 
enyoys celluloid and death metal. 
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FUND THE ARTISTS 
BY ADAM FIELED 
I would increase City funding of the arts. 
Poets and writers desperately need grant 


money, and the Pennsylvania Arts Council is 


too stingy. Second gn the agenda would be a 
more comprehensive effort to improve the city 
architecturally. Philadelphia at its best is archi- 
tecturally exquisite. However, the other half of 
Philadelphia architecture is on a level with 
Trenton, Camden or Newark. Specifically, the 
wildly uneven quality of Philadelphia architec- 
ture is most apparent in neighborhoods locat- 
ed in South and West Philadelphia. One sees 
the wonderfully compact and almost European 
Italian Market on Ninth Street, only to run 
into the worst kind of squat brick mortar shod- 
diness, West 
Philadelphia has even more striking contrasts; 
gorgeously detailed early 20th century houses 
& rowhouses flanked by dilapidation. The City 
needs to somehow transform these Camdenian 
aspects of Philadelphia into Parisian one. «& 

Adam Fieled is a poet living in Philadelphia. 
He last wrote the last two Rizzoscopes for The 
Philadelphia Independent. 
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LET ME VOTE 
BY KEITH GUMERY 
f I were the mayor, the first thing I would do 
1, allow myself to vote. 

No, seriously. 

This sounds crazy, I know, but the truth is 
that there are many of us who pay city taxes, 
spend our wages in the city, bring our family 
and friends here for them to spend their 
money, and yet we get no say in city gover- 
nance. The reason? We are the people who are 
here legally as students, teachers and profes- 
sionals, on long-term visas but harnessed by 
that weird moniker of “Non-Resident Aliens,” 
or NRA. It feels to me that I have a real 
investment in the city through the money I 
put into it, by sweeping up the trash on my 
block, by acting as a neighborhood watchman, 
teaching students in Philadelphia, and by try- 
ing to make my community safer and happier. 
More than any of this, there is an emotional 
investment. I with pride for 
Philadelphia, created by a slew of all the right 
and the wrong reasons: the wonderful walka- 
bility of the city and the cultural resources, and 
the Philly ‘tude, both feared and admired 
around the nation. “Don’t mess with me—I'm 
from Philly! Sorta.” 

For all of the Constitutional scholars out 
there, I know that the mayor does not have the 
power to enfranchise the NRAs. It’s a person- 
al beef, and one I am resigned to live with. But 
the city and the way that it is run is a local 
issue, and one in which I would like a say. This 
isn't a national clection that should be defined 
solely by citizenship. I'm a citizen of the city, 
: not officially of the nation. It would be 
nice to have a voice at the ballot box. 

If I can’t have the vote, though, I'd settle for 
improved investment in SEPTA and better 
and more reliable services. If a fraction of the 
pent on the building and maintaining 


swell 


even if 


money § 


« 


of hideous parking garages could be plowed 
into public transport, how much better city liv- 
ing would be, both in terms of accessibility and 
quality of life. In the years that I have lived 
here, the density of traffic seems to have 
increased enormously, making it treacherous 
for pedestrians and cyclists, and slowing down 
the buses. 

Imagine city streets where cars were rare, 
where buses ran regularly and reliably, where 
crossing the street wasn’t such a potentially 
deadly adventure. Or imagine a system like 
London's, where drivers pay to get into Center 
City, and the money gets invested in public 
transport services. A pipe-dream, maybe. How 
about regulating SUVs as high-occupation 
vehicles? Any fewer than four occupants and 
they are not allowed into Center City. How 
about making any vehicle with the prefix 
“stretch” unwelcome here? 


Christoph Eschenbach, as he appears in 
Philadelphia Orchestra promotional materials. 


My final point may seem minor, but it is 
really affecting me at the moment, and I would 
like to do something about it. I would make 
the Philadelphia Orchestra take down and 
burn all of their current images of Christoph 
Eschenbach. Who thought that the new maes- 
tro would look good in various poses where he 
appears to be strangling himself? Initially, I 
found them funny. Now I just fing them deeply 
disturbing. # * 

Keith Gumery is very pleased to be a resident 
of Philadelphia, even if he is a Non-Resident 
Alien in the United States. He is currently the 
Associate Director of First-Year Writing at Temple 
University. 
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FEWER CARS, MORE SOCCER 
BY JACK SCHONEWOLF 

y top priority would be to expand the 

public transportation system. With the 
unlimited funds available to me, I would create 
a complete subway system connecting each and 
every neighborhood of the city (like in New 
York). The system that we have today is nearly 
worthless, as the nearest subway stop for some- 
one in the neighborhood | grew up in, 
Fairmount, is at Broad and Spring Garden. 
This is not accessible to any neighborhood 
today, making vehicles like cars and taxi cabs 
the main option. I think that the best result of 
this subway system would be an increased 
sense of a city, as right now Philly suffers from 
too much of a neighborhood mentality. There 
would also be fewer cars, and a decreased need 
for parking lots. 

I would implement a moratorium on park- 
ing lots, the most disastrous developments for 
any vital city. The proposals for 19th and 
Sansom streets and the area around Jefferson 
Hospital would create dead spots in the city, 
devoid of life and commerce. This, coupled 
with more vigorous enforcement of existing 
laws against absentee landlords and developers, 
would make the city more vibrant. 

I would make the city a destination and 
great home for immigrants. First, I would sign 
City Councilman Jim Kenney’s bill into law, 
creating an office in municipal government to 
handle issues related to immigrants. This 
department would be the focus of all actions 
related to this issue, providing a sense of 
responsibility in city government for our 
newest citizens. The office would begin to 
market the city to immigrant communities in 
the United States and abroad. The affordable 
housing of the city will be the main selling 
point. 

1 would release the funding to start 
Philadelphia's public access television stations. 
The public access system will give everyone a 
voice, and be a small step in the process of 
making the city more democratic. Beyond 
these intellectual goals, the public access sta- 
tons will be entertaining. Anyone who has 
watched New York City’s stations knows that 
they are fascinatingly weird. These stations, 
along with the pirate stations in West 


Philadelphia, the growing influence of 


WXPN, WKDU and the other college stations 
will also help diversify the city’s media. 

I would love to build a soccer stadium. This 
city has always loved soccer, with leagues 
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everywhere, and the sport will likely only gain 
in popularity here in the next decade. Fishtown 
or Kensington seem ideal sites, as they already 
have soccer constituencies and the need for 
large public projects to fight blight, instead of 
just suburban-style developments replacing 
abandoned fields. Fortunately, building a soc- 
cer-only stadium would be a lot cheaper than 
the abominations that were built for the Eagles 
and Phillies. 

Finally, I would continue the work of the 
Philadelphia Tax Reform Commission, imple- 
menting their best ideas for lowering the wage 
and business taxes. When it comes down to it, 
the vitality of a city lies in its ability to attract 
and keep businesses. The resurgence of New 
York City, San Francisco and Boston in the last 
decade started with an economic boom. I 
believe that the city’s tax system hurts growth, 
offering no incentive for companies to stay and 
grow here. The city cannot afford to sit back 
and play it safe on this front, as evidenced by 
New Jersey’s attempts to lure major 
Philadelphia employers across the Delaware. 
With these jobs, we will be able to assume a 
role as a major commercial center, create ties 
with other nations, bring jobs and wealth into 
the city, and develop the main incentive for 
young people to stay here. 

All of these proposals aim to make 
Philadelphia a cosmopolitan city. There is so 
much potential here right now: a burgeoning 
cultural scene, affordable housing and a beauti- 
ful park system. For too long, the city has been 
stunted by machine politics, a terrible burden 
and a parochial attitude. These have lead to a 
disinterested electorate, fleeing citizens and 
businesses and a negative view of the city. 

I intend these proposals to address these 
ideas, and bring Philadelphia to the world 
stage on which it belongs. These ideas will 
make Philadelphia more populous, diverse and 
alive—a metropolis like Paris, New York City 
or Prague that forces people to come and be a 
part of it. #~ 

Jack Schonewolf lives in Philadelphia. 
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THE TEN-STEP PROGRAM 
BY DEBORAH ZUBOW, 

. Pass a bottle bill. In order to market prod- 

ucts in the City of Philadelphia, manufac- 
turers would be required to do one of two 
things: 

a. Make their containers refillable and set 
up the infrastructure necessary for refilling. 

b. Make their containers recycleable and 
pay a recycling tax to pay the city for collection 
and processing. 

2. Pass a recycled paper bill. Require that all 
paper products manufactured and/or sold in the 
city must be composed of at least fifty percent 
recycled paper. Outlaw non-recycled toilet paper. 
Cutting down trees to wipe our asses is asinine. 

3. Actually enforce existing recycling laws 
for businesses and offices. Offer curbside pick- 
up to businesses and residences weekly, to 
make compliance possible. 

4. Take back the school district. Launch a 
major campaign to regain local control of the 
school district. If the state won't loose its grip, 
start a new district in the shadow of the old 
one. Put all city revenue into the new district, 
manipulate federal funding streams to get 
money into the new district. When the state 
sues us, great, we finally got this case into the 
federal court system, something we've been 
trying to do since Edison first came to town. 

5. Expand city health district clinics into a 
bona fide universal health care system for city 
residents. Open a public hospital, which we 
haven't had for decades. 

6. Expand city services to battered and 
raped women. We've still got only one battered 
women's shelter in town. This is not good 
enough. We need about five. 

7. Stop commercial development at Penn's 
Landing. We need to hold onto what little 
open space we still have. No one should have to 
pay to visit the river. 

8. Expand public transit and make it 
cheaper. Philadelphia has one of the three most 
expensive city public transportation services in 
the United States. This is bad for the environ- 
ment and it’s killing unemployed people who 
have to plunk down four dollars get to and 
trom a job interview, or go anywhere else for 
that matter. Run a public service campaign 
with local celebrities shilling for SEPTA. 

8. Build affordable housing. No more luxu- 
ty high-rises, office buildings, condos, ete. 
Philly needs more affordable scattered-site 
housing so that we can have stable, mixed-race 
and mixed-class neighborhoods. 

' 9. Make Election Day a public holiday and 
install child-care facilities at polling pl 
Institute a tax on folks who don't vote. 

10. Create tax incentives to attract an inde- 
pendent daily Newspaper to the city! The 
Inquirer and Daily News are owned by the 
same Mega-corporation. Give us public access 
cable TV. wm 

Deborah Zubow is a policy 
Solutions for Progress. : 
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THE BUREAU 
JUST DESSERTS: 


Complete this survey in full, or to the best of your abilities and you will receive a comple- 
mentary three-issue subscription to THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT, courtesy of a 


ON DEMOGRAPHY: 


Or @ We're often asked if we have a “target readership.” The answer is no. We believe readers should 
SIGNIFICANCE not be made into targets. We are not archers stalking unwitting prey. We are like a gang of strange 
= se deas chefs, venturesome and yet slightly insecure. Every so often we must emerge from the steaming 

BP silareipia Gal) 5 S) kitchen and conduct an informal census of the dining room. If you liked the carrots, say so. 


cross-promotion between the Bureau of the Census and the Bureau of Subscriptions. 
Please send your completed surveys, to the following address: 


Tomorrow, we'll make a special carrot fricasse, just for you. Maybe. Come back and see. Please. — CMe ee ease, meee 


he S28anens**” cer 
BELOVE 


So what's your deal, anyway?. 


What is the THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT? 


Where do you live? Why do you read it? 
Where do you work? How did you first come into contact with it? 
What do you do? 


FORTHE YEAR 2003 A_D. 
a which she thruts into your = 
Y75)> OBEDIENT HANDS C@SS= 


How and where do you get it? 
Do you subscribe? If not, why. 


Other than that, what do you do? 


5 > ; > 
How old are you? What are the five best stories we've done? What are the five worst stories we've done? 


How old do you act? 


What is your gender? — demanding and receiving —— 
How long have you lived here? aa RE 9 
Where were you born? 


5 
What are the five best things about the paper? 


Where were you at 9 p.m. Monday? 
Where were you at 9 p.m. Saturday? 
Do you drink and if so where? 
Where else do you hang out? 

What have you been up to lately? 

If you were an animal, what sort of animal would you be? 

Close your eyes. What do you see? (Please use all available space.) 


> PULL COMPLIANGE AND CANDOR 


THANK YOU 
- THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT 


at are the five worst things about the paper? 


1 
2 
3} 
: 4. 
5 
W! 


hat is the one thing we should never, ever do? 


What are five stores that should carry the paper but don't? 


What is the one thing we must do immediately? 


HOW TO FILL OUT 


5 


THIS SURVEY CORRECTLY: : 
Ue Nh peel aD el ed Who is your favorite contributor? What do you do with the paper when 
left hand. Proceed from left to right and } y 


from top to bottom, in an orderly fashion you're done reading it? 


Please take your time, as there are many 
questions. This survey will be kept on file 
and used in perpetuity for the better 
ment of humankind. Thank you for 


your candor, your compliance 
& your quarters. 


MATTER 
. OF TASTE... 


What Philadelphia newspapers and magazines do you read? 


YOU DONT 
“MIND OUR ASKING 


How much money do you make each year? 
Qunder 20k 020k-60k O 60k-100k 0 100k+ 


How much did you spend on the shoes you are wearing right now? 


What other newspapers, magazines and websites do you enjoy? 
PSS: cat 11S0-$5 C1 $5-$2001 $20-$1000 $101+ 


What books do you read? 


How much is your personal share of the monthly rent or mortgage payment? 
Os0-$450 0$451-$700 01$701-$999 01$1000+ 


What music do you listen to?. 
What foods do you eat, and where do you procure them?, 


What is your relation to your dwelling place? 
Osquatter Orenter Downer Dfreeloader 


What is your preferred mode of transport? 
Who are your favorite historical figures? 


POLITICS SCHOOL 


Which of the following personal qualities are you most ashamed of? 
Ougliness Quselessness Ofriendlessness Ohollowness 


What sorts of things do you avoid, and how do you go about 
avoiding them?. 
What do you think will be the big fashion items or 
looks for autumn? 


Do you have a high school diploma? 


Who's your favorite person on City Council? 


What would like us to do about it? 
Oimprove it Oignore it Omake fun of it 
Dexacerbate it 


A college degree? In what? From where? 


Who's your favorite mayoral candidate? 


A graduate degree? In what? From where? 


—— J Have you attended the School of Hard Knocks? 


Are you a member of any political party? 


Are you registered to vote? 


Y 


— CP, 
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Lf AN 
: MAP OF THE CITY 


DIRECTIONS: Put an X where you live. Draw LINES where you go. Draw CIRCLES where you roost. Draw a SQUARE where you got this paper. If you reside 
in a territory beyond the range of this map, please write address in the space provide. If possible use a red or blue pen to distinguish your markings from the map’s black ink. 


What was your hardest knock? 


Why Not? 


—_—_” 


PICTOGRAMI 


FOR IDENTITY IS THE 
SOFT NEPHEW OF TRUST 
DIRECTIONS: In order to tailor this publication to the precise needs of each 


individual, we request you provide some general information about yourself below. All 
information will be recieved with the utmost confidentiality. 


STEREOGRAMNI 


OF THE SEVEN DEADLY SINS 
AND HEAVENLY VIRTUES 


DIRECTIONS: On each SIN-VIRTUE axis, draw a dot corresponding to your 


moral constitution. Draw a line connecting dots to reveal your heavenly standing. 


[sin] 


[virtue] 


THUMBPRINT HERE: PASTE RECENT HEADSHOT HERE: 


(If current Headshot is not available, please feel free to draw a 
self-portrait describing your likeness to the best of your abilities) 


ENVY HOPE 


-LSVa SLNIOd TTY 


LUST FORTITUDE 


MISCELLANEOUS 
INFORMATION: 


PRIDE FAITH 


da Ms 
7. 


DATE OF BIRTH: 


SLOTH PRUDENCE 


HEIGHT: 


GREED TEMPERANCE 


WEIGHT: 


SOCTAL SECURITY #: ANGER 


JUSTICE 


Locker COMBINATION 


GLUTTONY CHARITY 


SIGNATURE: 


[Axis OF INDIFFERNCE ] 


ALL POINTS WEST: 
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LATCHKURL WAS TOTALLY NUTS, 
AND ONLY SPOKE ABovT ONCE A 

WEEK TO WARN US Of APOCALIPSE OR 
TO AQUSE US OF SABOTAGING his LIFE. 


sent those Black 
Tsraelites to my 
front door !! 


I WORKED WITH DOUG AT A LARGE 
BOokstORE WHERE HE HAD SPENT THE 
LAST 1S YEARS OF HIS LIFE OBSESSIVELY 
ALPHABETIZING THE SELF-HELP SECTION. 


AND EVERY DAY BECAME 
A'RATTLE BETWEEN DouG 
AND THE REST OF THE STAFF. 


THIS CONTINVED UNTIL THE 
DAY LAT CHEURL CAME To WORK 
IN A su'f AND BEAT THE HELL 
our OF A THREE-CACp- MoMTE 
DEALER. WE NEVER SAW 


EVENTUALLY WE COUNT 
HELP OURSELVES AND REALLY 
DID START TORTYURING HIM. 


HIM AGAIN. 


—— at 


1 ev era,, 
Hawk KRALL 


—— hw ~ 


VERTIGO OF EROS 


Pursuit devoted to repose and flight, 
Observing flags raised in dusty simulcast 
Smoke clearing over cities enveloped 
In small-town conclusions: Her signature 


Resembled photographed nebulae, seemed 
Springy yet sharp as wire, surfaced years gone 
In a frontispiece confused to darkness. 

Once in a quad at dawn, believed she had 


Fabricated the universe, wrapped twice 

In a holy-week banner while others 

Pushed past to the lectures—transfixed, listening over 
Risen structure of blood, Pythagoras 


Tugging octaves from air with wooly edges, 
Six planets stuck against stars, slipping in 
Their clouded sea of moon and reflection. 
She arrived with cigarettes and chocolate, 


Shared fear and gleam. She married then unmarried, 
Studied the gauze and shadows of her filmed youth. 
She lived in Paris. She was involved with 

~ Halos and footfalls in slowing rainfall. 


She advanced lightly on slanted SoHo stairs. 

She tipped late works into trash and displaced 
Sandscapes to accommodate each new sport. 
She laughed and then stopped laughing. 


—ERNEST HILBERT 


Amy LOCKHART 


| 


—— 


REGENT FALL, W. Va., July 14— 
Floyd Granger's Boys have apparently 
struck again, according to details 
released by the sheriff’s office of 
Regent Falls, Virginia. Late last night a 
forty-nine-car diesel train was induced 
to stop by a group of armed horsemen. 
After a brief struggle, the train, carry- 
ing mainly industrial goods, was board- 
ed. The sheriff’s department attempted 
to follow the raiding party, but were 
forced to cease the chase at dawn as 
they lost sight of the criminals. 
Officials say they will work with the 
FBI to determine if the perpetrators 
were in fact “Granger's Boys” or one of 
the splinter groups that appear to have 
formed during the last several weeks. 


(AP) 


olorado Granger, at dawn, a solitary 
{ figure looming on a horse. Colorado 

Granger presents a facade of steely 
imperturbability. He sits upright, his head 
askance in concentration. A red bandana 
shields his nose from the dust; his eyes narrow 
as they scan the horizon, languorously trailing 
across the windswept mesa. The scent of thun- 
der assails him, a sign distinct to him as the 
skunk’s own missive. In a register so low it 
strains the limits of human perception he hums 
a hymn to prairie virility. 

At first they thought it amusing, a comical 
note, perhaps the story of some drunken con- 
ductor spooked as he passed through God’s 
own country. Then it happened again. The FBI 
has been alerted, they wear dark glasses and 
speak into their jacket cuffs. They are tall and 
rigid, men with a purpose. They are bounty 
hunters. A certain irresistibly insistent force 
exudes from their myopia. They are even now 
out there, and they do not stop to sleep. An 
enterprising newspaperman searches through 
the stacks; the last train holdup had been in 
1918. The men in their suits scribble this in 
their notepads and adjust their sunglasses. 

To his men he is Colorado. He does things 
with a horse no living person would dream. 
The reins do not interest him, they lie limp and 
unused, acrgss his Jape, ‘Subse, pregsures ORE 
tells the boys, “You got to know yourn horse, 
else who do you know?” He has a way, a walk, 
a drawl; a way. He is cold and incorruptible. He 
is flinty. His boys, they materialize as if from 
nowhere. They arrive without comment or 
introduction, clamoring from the sagebrush, 
naked and unformed, their bodies torn by 
stinging nettles and wracked by hunger. 
Granger scans their build, as though judging 
horseflesh. In the morning he will give them a 
mare and a hat. They are men without purpose, 
but this too he gives to them, and that is why 
they are loyal. They attach themselves to him, 
to his way. There is no profile or design. 
Granger teaches them how to ride a horse, 
shoot a gun, tie their bandana properly, and 
find their way without a compass. The men 


| wonder that he blinks so rarely. 


Legend becomes fact, fact becomes legend, 
the truth is stuck in the middle. He is seen 
everywhere and all at once. Colorado, Texas, 
Georgia, and Maryland all claim him, in one 
night. Is he an apparition? Is he a hoax? 
Reports begin to surface about his appearance, 
this one written by a conductor from Indiana, 
a man they call the Gambler: 

He isn’t so bad to look at. He’s-sun- 

tanned; a cold, steel-blue eye seems to 

read your mind. He's blond, square- 
jawed, mustachioed, rough-skinned. 

He's five feet, nine and half inches. His 

hands and feet are small. His body is 

compact, muscular. He walks quietly 
and he talks quietly. He's well dressed 
and smells of rosemary. 

A boy and his mother find a pile of gold 
bullion in a schoolyard. There is a note, written 
in a meticulous and angular hand, attached. 
“You say that I’m an outlaw? You say that I'm a 
thief? Well this here’s Christmas dinner for the 
families on relief.” Women weep in the street, 
men nod on their porches solemnly. The old 
are questioned. “Is this how it was?” “Is this 
how it used to feel?” They look into the dawn 
and it is new and glorious. 

The town decides to have a turkey dinner 
with the money Colorado has provided. A man 
from the county clerk’s office distributes a flier 


| with an artist’s rendering of Granger; there is a 


reward of ten thousand dollars on his head, a 
lot of money in these lean years. A woman with 
a harelip spits in his face and a young girl 
throws a chicken bone at him from behind. 
The people hold hands and are silent, and they 
think that neither man nor beast has felt these 
stirrings since those glorious days when a man's 
word was his bond and the country was new 
and holy. 

It is strange but very few of the men seem to 
have pasts. They arrive with stories, presumably, 
but no one seems to talk about them. The men 
begin to forget, they lose their recollections, all 
they see is what is before them. It is a good way 
to live they think, but it is a little confusing. Did 
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I go to the prom with Lily-May or was it Betty- 
June? But if they have little past Colorado has 
less. Somebody thinks he saw him at a Rodeo in 
Abilene, another thinks he is a rancher from 
Utah, but it is all just speculation. 

All afternoon they ride single file up 
through the mountains. A small gray lanneret 
flies about them as if seeking their banner and 
then is shies away over the plain below on its 
slender falcon wings. They ride on through 
sandstone cities in the dusk of this day, past 
castle and keep and wind-fashioned watchtow- 
er and stone granaries in sun and in shadow. 
They ride through marl and terracotta and rifts 
of copper shale and they ride through a wood- 
ed swag and out upon a promontory overlook- 
ing a bleak and barren caldera. They are so still 
they might as well be Lot's wife, waiting with 
queenly patience for the wind to carry them 
into antiquity. 

It does not make sense. He cannot be 


doing these things that he is doing. A sociolo- 
gist appears on television. He explains to the 
public that what is happening is an example of 
“what I like to call medialogical fabricational 
phenomena.” He speaks with assurance and 


confidence, he is a man who can decipher the 
signs by hook or crook, “I believe what we have 
is an instance of the media, an organ, after all, 
whose purpose is to create revenue, using iso- 
lated incidents across the country to construct 
a story that the public will find sympathetic. 
Although we might like to believe that there is 
a band of merry thieves travelling around the 
country on horseback the fact is the death of 
the travelling horseman, and thus the mythical 
construction—and even then it was mythical— 
of the “Wild West’ occurred in the 1890's and 
early 1900's with the wholesale application of 
barbed wire and the implementation of the 
Hoot-Smalley act of 1904. This man, put sim- 
ply, can not exist.” 

His boys play cards at night, resting by the 
campfire. They use cards with pictures of 
naked women on the back. Granger disap- 
proves (“Women are the blue tick in the shag- 
gy dog’s trail of life”), but morale must be cared 
for, he knows not everyone has the moral 
restraint that he himself possesses. He slouch- 
es over a chessboard, playing both sides, in 
deep concentration. One man, drunk, stum- 
bles, tipping the board, sending the pieces scat- 
tering across the ground. The camp falls into a 
desperate silence, the hoot owls mournful song 
rings clear and cold as gunfire. Though he is 
not angry, Granger strikes the man with the 
butt of his gun, splitting his nose to the bone. 
As the man howls on the ground, Granger 
speaks, “There ain't no drunks in my outfit, 
hear?” The man’s shirt blossoms a living red 
and he looks to his fellow seeking sympathy, 
commiseration, a handkerchief. There are no 
offers. Granger's boys kick the Earth, loving 
him all the more, for violence is the way of this 
land, and they know that a red day is no sad 
sight, for we have come from the earth and we 
shall return forthwith, and the only luck in a 
man’s life is the fashion and the season of his 
return. 

The powers are distraught. They try to fol- 
low but always lose their way. They set dead- 
falls, traps, sneaks, ambushes, bribes, blocks, 
kickbacks, zones, and nets, but he sniffs them 
out, literally smells them. There is no one alive 
with the woodcraft to match Granger's. He 
knows every crick and holler. He is more accu- 
rate than a compass and less variable than a 
GPS. Behind closed doors the powers 
acknowledge that something has gone awry. 
The authorities enlist a band of Indians— 
don't ask where they find them—and fit them 


with horses and night goggles. The Indians are 
supported by deputies, the deputies by helicop- 
ters, the helicopters by satellites. A trail is 
found in Texas, and the Indians ride hard in 
pursuit. A mare becomes stuck in a particular- 
ly muddy bog. They have to use a winch to get 
her loose. 

“Damn Injuns.” Granger mutters, his 
chapped lips motionless. He is bivouacked in a 
pass in the mountains and can see the distant 
lights from their electronic abortions. He 
crouches along a shale ridge in the leeward wall 
of the gap while the fire saws in the wind. He 
watches their torturous windings through the 
calcified forests and tastes the chalky scent of 
blood in the windswept pass. The Indians 
themselves are a formal fact, as are the others 
pursuing him, but with his mind he will create 
a layer of fog, based solely on his moral rigidi- 
ty and with this he will thwart their advances. 
Granger's six barrels are the law, not all that 
nonsense that comes from a politician's lips. 
Granger sighs, “I hate Injuns.” 

There is an op-ed piece in the New York 
Times. It is written by a woman from the 
Christian Temperance Movement. She goes to 


church on Sundays and describes herself as a 
“gardenia enthusiast.” 
These are men who have carried their 
lives in their hands so long that they do 
not know how to commit them into the 
keeping of the laws, and these men 
sometimes rob. But it is always in the 
glare of day and in the teeth of the mul- 
titude. With them booty is but the sec- 
ond thought, the wild drama of the 
adventure first. What they do we con- 
demn. But the way they do it we can- 
not help admiring. It is as though these 
bandits have come to us with the halo 

of medieval chivalry upon their gar- 

ments and shown us how the things 

were done that poets sing of. 

Men in dark suits want answers. They want 
results and they want them now. There is no 
room for lawlessness in this world. We live by 
a code and all must follow. They understand 
the romance, to a certain extent, however the 
day of the outlaw is past. We live in a global 
community, everlasting peace and equanimity, 
rule without end, these are our values and we 
are right. This country was born in blood, but 
we have been excised, changed, cleansed, bear- 
ing a halo of mother’s milk. There is a speech 
on the courthouse steps. “Now, I know some 
people might think what they do is romantic, 
but I assure you it is not, they are cowards and 
they are low-lives, and they are evil men. It is 
our goal to find and bring to justice every sin- 
gle outlaw, bandit, highwayman, desperado, 
fugitive, gunman, pirate, hoodlum, gangster, 
rebel, mobster, badman, and renegade. And if 
we find them, when we find, them may God 
have mercy on their souls.” 

They crouch behind the sagebrush, 
beneath the pine, by the quicksand. They have 
rifles and pistols, grappling hooks and leather 
belts, tobacco and hand grenades. The train 
approaches slowly, as though it too welcomes 
this break from the tedium. Granger, placid, 
horsebound, inscrutable, holds his hand aloft. 
He is the conductor and band awaits the move- 
ment of his wand. He fires a shot into the air 
with his rifle. The train comes to a rest, inter- 
rupting the stately march of commerce across 
the heartland. The men mount, using their 
grappling hooks. They look for women but 
there are none. They steal some chickens and 
sulk on their horses. Conductor to Granger, 
“May I have a picture, for the wife and kids?” 
Granger frowns. He shoots a plug into the 
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works. The conductor's eyes widen, terrified. 
Granger: “I don’t hold with camrys, but I'll 
sign something for you.” Granger signs the 
conductor's logbook, “For Mitsy, with love, 
Colorado.” . 

Granger agrees to an interview with a pret- 
ty young reporter from the Sacramento Bee. 
Police try to find the location but are undone 
by the static from a nearby radio tower. They 
eat in a roadhouse. Granger orders the Cornish 
hen and the reporter orders the house salad. 
Edited transcript follows: 

SB: Is there some sort of statement being 
made about the modern world, is that why you 
ride on horseback? 

CG: What else would I ride on, for God's 
sake? 

SB: You are— by any definition— an 
anachronism, or if not an anachronism then a 
manifestation. Is there a place for you in our 
world? 

CG: This world was carved by men like me. 

SB: Authorities have recently named you 
the most wanted man in America, how long do 
you believe you will be able to elude the most 
powerful investigative body in the world? 

CG: If they send any more of them dirty 
Injuns after me I'll plug em’ fool a’ holes as a 
porkypine’s lover, you tell ‘em ‘at. 

SB: Do you think the American public 
was waiting for a figure like yourself, is that 
why they have embraced you so thoroughly? 

CG: I tell you this about the people. The 
people are the buffalo meat in the lone wolf’s 
teeth of life. 

SB: I see, and are you the lone wolf in this 
analogy? 

CG: No Ms., I’m the farmer gonna lay 
down the wolf. 

Granger's men sing songs beneath the 
stars. They sing of the past and the future, of 
their beginnings and their end. They know it 
will be bloody, know there can be no other way. 
There is only one sort of justice in this world. 
Granger welcomes his fate. He knows he will 
take it in the back. He knows it will come from 
one he trusts, at a price of thirty pieces of sil- 
ver. Granger is a manifestation of the times. 
He is a hearkening back to earlier days. He is a 
man who chafes in his riding chaps, a man who 
loves Cornish hen. He is inscrutable. 

Granger's men are tuckered, if he is a man- 
ifestation then what are they; a manifestation 
of a manifestation? Before they drink Granger 
leads them in songs of the heartland. 


They say that Pat Garrett's got your number 
So sleep with one eye open when you slumber 
Every little sound just might be thunder 
Thunder from the barrel of his gun. 


There’s guns across the river aimin’ at ya 
Lawman on your trail, hed like to catch ya 
Bounty hunters, too, theyd Itke to get ya 
Billy, they don't like you to be so free. 


Guttars will play your grand finale 
Down in some Tularosa alley, 
Maybe in the Rio Pecos valley 
Billy, you're so far away from home. 


They have him! He is surrounded! There 
will be no escape. He became overconfident, 
just as they always knew he would. One of his 
crew, a sallow, rat-looking fellow stepped for- 
ward, revealing Granger's whereabouts. The 
man’s nose was busted and he wheezed the 
location of the hideout, out for the reward 
money. Granger and his boys are trapped in a 
narrow canyon, and the place is perfect for an 
ambush. The authorities mass. The media are 
called in. The people will learn that lawlessness 
meets with a red end. A thousand guns are 
trained upon the camp, The dark men laugh 
into their jacket cuffs and know that their 
world is right again. The man with the largest 
sunglasses decides to wait until dawn. The end, 
when it comes, will be swift and brutal. 

There were no bodies. How can that be? 
Where did the bodies go? Granger is gone, as 
are his men, and they will never return. But 
where did they go, where are the bodies? 

When the sky grew pale there was an 
explosion. A thousand guns, a dreadful 
cacophony. The air smelled of sulfur, as though 
the devil himself had chosen this time to rise 
from the valley, eager to once again spread his 
gospels upon the troubled Earth. Smoke, flash- 
es, shouts, but when the dust cleared they were 
gone. Vanished. They find nothing, nothing, 
nothing. Could it be mass hysteria, cultural 
Psychosis, an apparition? 

The media runs exposés trying to debunk 
the myth of Granger. He was just a savvy 
manipulator, just a con-man with a drawl who 
rode a horse. The powers sit in their high 
chairs and breathe easy again. They talk 
amongst themselves, “a_non-recurrent phe- 
nomenon,” a “culturally unimportant blip.” 

The citizens turn off the dial on their radio 
and they sit in their cars and they wonder. # 

Avi Korine is a writer living in New York 
He ts currently working on a novel based on the 


lives of Lazarillo and the new world adventurers 
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began when the world was no more than its shape and the language 

of substance like cut flowers came without roots to the tongue. Violet first, 
bloodwort, then crocus, quite simple concussions of sound rising thick in the throat 
and repeated enough to be questions a doctor keeps asking, “What's wrong, 

Is this all you remember?” Mimosa, magnolia, black walnut, walls 

Without windows, or only the thick cursive script of the alphabet 

twisted apart to print foxfire, fireweed, fat’s 

in the fire, forget-me-not, sweet everlasting, 

last judgement, jack-in-the-pulpit? Like a surgeon 

amputating rotten limbs, some angel in the head or heart, 

has severed root from stem. The stump, 

though nicely sutured, still feels like sin uncauterized, 

its phantom twin on fire. “Hot, hot, hot.” Says baby 

patting fingers on that oven door. Hotter than hell, 

apocalypse remains when words like criss-cross stitches 

closing cuts have all been snipped and plucked away. Bandaged, 

pink and puckered, stump and skin can’t know 

where all the broken parts begin; but say, like unstrung beads, 

you saved them: stained glass, steeple, apple orchard, orchid, 

thief. Each syllable, as if it were itself 

the soul, appears to be alive and blooming, only 

bloodless more like those decapitated swans you find 

in public parks, or riddles I hear myself asked 

yet can’t answer, “Is this your house? Are these 

your aunts or cousins, friends? Do you remember 1968, 

Apollo, Tet, the bodies counted in their bags, a monk 

on fire, maybe something later, simpler, like that president, 

not quite contrite, surrendering his post to shame?” “No, no.” 

you say you don't, because this is the sin 

of omission forgetting not just who and when 

but the sense and scent of forsythia, lily, myrtle, 

mother. All amnesia’s emptied cells are full of phantom 

roots and limbs on fire. Who fuels the fire. Feel 
the blisters bubbling in the emptied air. This is not 
the garden where the world is named. Here 
all names are flaming swords laid blade 
against the skin. All night I write 

gardenia, cosmos, red geranium; again, again, 
again that bitter scent bleeds through, Lift back 
the cotton gauze, the perfect print and there, 
inside some stranger's bloody fist, or mine, 

is what’s been crushed, the petals, tangled 
roots and strangled stem. Destroyed— 

there is no anaesthetic but amnesia; even 
leaves the severed limb as if it were a coal on fire, 
burning. Not one lick of flame or crumbling ash is able 

to slip back between the garden gates once locked. They are, 
of course they are, chained shut against me. “But my mind, 

I am telling a salesclerk, who doesn’t believe 

it exists, “is just like that painting 

you've never touched, all black with one red orchid’s 

throat, unstrangled, speckled, speechless, yet 

too still.” The hummingbird above should be sustained 

by wings almost not visible; but, see each feather 

is a clear, green flame, unburned. The pale translucent petals, 
while storm clouds billow black behind them, should be 
trembling. Why does no leaf rattle or sound intrude? Unless, 
and this must be the truth, 

it is no living plant or even dead. It is 

a painting black and red, kept locked and motionless 

inside a box. No scalpel sharp enough to bleed 

bad blood from good, or hand, or breath of air can shake 

or bruise it back to life. No. Because it is not now, and never was, 
that red, no orange, though it is bleeding red, geranium 
wrenched stem from pot. That was something living, maybe, 
though don't say it, loved, and twisted leaf to grief, 

quite dead. Yet there is now this oddly unprosthetic heart 
still pounding through my head, “Your name, your name, 
your name?” it asks as if that wasn't dead, as if 

there were no punishment for shame, or church bells 

casting out the broken, breaking, pot shards, petals 
damaged, damned, or blamed. Instead, 

as unrelenting as the dark and light of every day 

and every night there is that ever running tide 

inside the seed, the bulb, the brain, still asking, 

“What is your name?” It asks and asks 

again. Until, like grass from dirt, in word 

from mouth, it blooms, not dead geranium, but 

something that might be called nothing- or maybe this 
tulip, peeling each clenched petal open, forcing 

itself into blossom, remembering, 

the water where even a stem without roots 

might revive. 


—TERI ADAMCZYK 


ENGLISH AS A SECOND 
LANGUAGE 


Bug the size of a comma cleaning itself 
The way a cat would, by licking, 
In turn, its six legs, then privates. 


But! But! the mahout screams, 
What is there to clean 
On a bug the size of a comma?! 


All the filth, mahatma, 
That would naturally accumulate from dawn to dusk 
On a comma. 


—LINH DINH 
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THOSE BEAVER HATS WERE CURED WITH MERCURY 


a essay ~ 


SCHEDULES & ROUTES 


All Aboard the Duane Hanson Train 
From Notoriety to Obscurity & Back Again 


2a = BY WILLIAMPYM «#« 


rowing up in central London, I sel- 

dom rode the red double-decker 

omnibuses. I took the underground 
because it went where I went, to Hampstead 
and Camden Town and Notting Hill Gate and 
the Tottenham Court Road. From station to 
station, the wonderful underground pipe never 
leaks, while the buses live on the irresistible but 
cracked, flaky mess of streets. The bus service 
seemed too preposterous to work. I was fright- 
ened of deception. Hence I took the tube. Keep 
this in mind. 

Duane Hanson was a modest man who is 
shaping up, I am certain, as one of the most 
important sculptors of the last century. Born of 
Swedish immigrants in Minnesota, Hanson 
made his mark whilst teaching in the 
American South in the mid-1960s. His earliest 
ettorts were well-received, though very contro- 
versial political work such as 1967's Abortion, 
War, Gangland Victim, Accident and Riot. It’s 
grisly, timely stuff. It looks like George Segal 
sculpture at its most abject or, more simply, it 
looks just like what it sounds like. In 1969 he 
was coaxed to New York where he conceived 
the career-making Bowery Derelicts, made 
some money, relaxed politically, then pretty 
much made the same sculpture over and over 
again until he died in 1996. Hanson made life- 
sized synthetic casts of models that he then 
painted, dressed, and groomed to the last hair 
until they looked exactly like human beings. 
They do, really, look exactly like human beings 
and you're not going to fully understand until 
you've seen one. He crafted big fatties and hard 
blue-collar workers, kids, semi-troglodytic 
tourists and couch-bound slobs, professional 


suit types and bohemian artists—all kinds of 


people really. They are familiar everyday 
American people of the 1970s to 1990s. If 
there were a continuous thematic pulse going 
through all his work, I'd say that his subjects 
look a bit tired. They have been standing there 
for an awfully long time. 

Hanson appeared in the art world during 
the early stages of the Photorealism move- 
ment. Photorealist painters made extremely 
realistic paintings that looked like photos. 
Considering it now, this analytical style of 
painting whose picture plane and quality of 
light was indistinguishable from photography 
as a logical next step after the 1960s glib Pop 
explosion. Pop was frequently photo-inspired 
and executed with a photo-screened process. 
Photorealism took photography as its inspira- 
tion in a more literal and rigorous way. 
Technical skill and old-fashioned craft were 
not prerequisites for pop mastery, and 
Photorealism required both. So there you go, 
sure, it makes sense. Photorealism was a but- 
toned-up take on Pop at a time when Pop's 
steam was running out. Next came the saturat- 
ed shock and hangover of Hyperrealism as led 
by the unforgettable Chuck Close. That's 
interesting too, more interesting. But, oh man 
I have to say this, looking at Photorealist 
paintings is a drag. Mind-trick Trompe /’Oei! 
art had been fully explored and rendered intel- 
lectually lame in its early days, which were in 
Ancient Greece. I have looked at Ralph 
Goings and his American interiors with their 
chrome and dusty raking light, Edward 
Hopper meets Norman Rockwell straight up 
and down, as drab and miserable as a hospital 
stay. I am looking at Photorealist Richard 
Estes paintings right now, and his precise 


urban vistas add nothing to Gustave 
Caillebotte’s hundred-year old precise urban 
vistas; in fact they lack the bubble and squeak 
of a city that's alive, that you love, that you are 
inside. Estes is no more visceral and vastly less 
informative than the more Realistic facets of 
Impressionism. He is one of the most incredi- 
ble draftsman I have ever seen and his 
silkscreen ability merits drooling on this library 
book (Richard Estes, Paintings and Prints, pub- 


_lished by Chameleon Books), but his work is 


distant and nerdy and without moral core. At 
least in Ancient Greece they were trying to 
frighten people and trick them out of their 
money by making Photorealist paintings. Who 
cares? That simple question, yeah, that is what 
baffles me when I look at the Photorealist 
painters. I don’t care. 

Some art historians like to bundle Duane 
Hanson up with the Photorealist painters, 
which is stupid and insulting. Photorealist 
painting lives one day and dies the next. It is 
unadventurous and antiseptic art. Hanson's 
joyful sculptures from the early seventies go on 
and on and are still going now. When you turn 
a corner in a museum with a decent permanent 
collection you will give yourself a fright when 
you realize the sleeping tourist is in ‘fact a 
Duane Hanson sculpture and not a human 
being. This is not a huge deal, the same could 
be said for a Richard Estes painting which will 
trick you into believing that you are looking at 
a window rather than a white wall, and this is 
also a cool experience. What is unique to 
Hanson is that youre one hundred percent 
fooled every single time you walk into the 
room. I am telling you, I promise you, that this 
trick is not just for the uninitiated or unpre- 
pared. It happened to me in the Scottish 
National Museum of Modern Art many years 
ago and just a few months ago when I went to 
the new Saatchi Gallery in London just to see 
its Hanson. Imagine owning one of the fuck- 
ers! You'll never be lonely again. Seeing a 
Duane Hanson sculpture is an incomparable 
art experience. 

The 1976 Hanson retrospective, which 
went everywhere from Kansas to the Whitney, 
was a record breaking, lines-around-the-street 
hit with the punters. As was to be expected 
with all the publicity plenty of critics turned 
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on the guy, 1 
Robert § 
mused that ee was “not contemptible, 
but not the stuff of which anything but illus- 
tration can be made”. 
would describe Photorealist painting, but you 
Though Hughes, 
dinosaur of a critic, was predictably off-point 


knew 


Duane Hanson: Bus Stop Lady, 1983. 


, Time's art correspondent 


T he learned 


(This is exactly how I 


with his critique of Hanson, his opinion is 
indicative of the career downshift that Hanson 
was soon to experience. The things that critics 
could say about him at the time were said and 
there wasn’t much room for further discussion. 
He had already had a lifetime’s worth of pub- 
lic exposure. He wasn’t an inferior artist; he 
was suddenly just out of the limelight and out 


of style. The art world is no different from that 
of fashion or movie stars or kids’ toys. Tides go 
in and tides go out, and Hanson, though still 
active, was a quieter presence for about ten 
years. (This happened to Jeff Koons in the 
early 1990s and Bridget Riley in the early 
1980s, and they're both very much back now.) 
Indeed Hanson, Koons and Riley are similarly 
simplistic, publicly accessible artists, and 
whether they revive their careers after early 
success has been their greatest test, and, in 
their cases, greatest triumph. So bravo Jeff, 
brava Bridget, I like them both well enough. 
Some (even worthwhile) artists are not so 
lucky. These days we have comic genre-painter 


John Currin, currently experiencing his first 


global traveling retrospective and receiving his 
first career estimations from the critics, and 
the crystal ball sees trying times ahead. I am 
not enormously confident that he will be 
much of an artist in ten years time, and the 
critics are growing weary, so we'll see if he 
comes back. Whatever, I’m sure he’s been 
investing his piles and piles of cash cleverly, so 
I'm not too worried for him._ 

Thankfully, Duane Hanson came back big 
time in the early 1990s. Many artists were hav- 
ing apocalyptic visions of human surrogacy in 
art, when artists looked around and saw the 
limitless possibilities of cosmetic surgery, the 
accuracy of 1984's technological paranoia, the 
personal computer in every home and its power 
to manipulate image and information, the sec- 
ond industrial (digital) revolution, indeed every 
aspect of the corporate and technological 
world challenged basic human identity in a 
compelling and brand new way. Since 
Hanson's art had not changed since 1970, these 
concerns were irrelevant to him, but his work 
meant something new, and began to inspire. In 
1992, the seminal group shows “Post-Human,” 
curated by Jeffrey Deitch, and Paul Schimmel’s 
“Helter Skelter: L.A. Art in the Nineties” 
spoke sometimes of the terror, sometimes the 
potential of this new world. Charles Ray 
sculpted a nine foot-tall power-suited woman 
in heels and a sexless shop mannequin hunk 
with the artist’s full genitalia plonked in place 
of the plastic mound. Cindy Sherman, ubiqui- 
tous in her photographs for fifteen years, 
replaced her own image with abstract disem- 
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bodied doll parts and human effluvia. Mariko 
Mori appeared in her dreamy photography as 
an ultra-fashionable, shimmering sprite. No 
one knew what or who Matthew Barney’s pan- 
sexual creatures were or indeed what they were 
doing as his Cremaster film series began, and 
they only became more abstruse as the 1990s 
progressed. I was lucky enough to experience 
Jake and Dinos Chapman's 1996 
‘Chapmanworld’ at the Institute of 
Contemporary Arts in London. Siamese four- 
foot girls with cock noses and cunt mouths 
danced about, pointlessly. People are still talk- 
ing about that show even though nobody (me 
included) liked it. Robert Gober made Gothic 
limbs sprout from walls and sinks—go see two 
of them in the contemporary room at the 
Philadelphia Museum of Art today. The sur- 
prise hit at 1997's “Sensation” at the Royal 
Academy and the Brooklyn Museum of Art 
was Anglo-Australian Ron Mueck’s ‘Dead 
Dad’, a 1:8 scale version of the artist’s dead 
father, painted and detailed to the last leg hair. 
Mueck’s background was in special effects and 
prosthetics for the movies, so the sculpture was 
stunning to look at, presuming youd never 
seen a Duane Hanson before. Mueck, still 
going three years later and clearly as short on 
ideas as ever, created a humongous, five-yard 
tall crouching boy that filled the entrance to 
the Arsenale.at the 2001 Venice Biennale. 
Considering the amount of effort involved for 
the artist, his assistants and the poor nameless 
shippers and installers, not to mention the stu- 
pendous cost of making art like this, it is a pro- 
foundly unremarkable piece of work. It was an 
embarrassment to Britain, besides. Thank God 


for the violent psychedelic pornography of 


Chris Cunningham, director of Madonna's 
“Frozen”, Bjérk’s “All is Full of Love” and 
Aphex Twin’s “Windowlicker” clip, among a 
dozen others. His frank and scary video “Flex” 
proved an (at least) exciting British take on 
contemporary figuration. Two years later at 
this summer's Biennale, following his goofy 
pope-crushed-by-a-meteorite sculpture at the 
Royal Academy's gooty Apocalypse show (also 
featuring the Chapman brothers), Maurizio 
Cattelan sent a little homunculus lad on a 
remote-controlled tricycle to chase people 
around the pavilions, which I bet was pretty 


great. There really is no end in sight for work 
that answers to Duane Hanson. 

There you have it, then, a prolix and far 
from complete history of Hanson's influence. 
The point made by these examples, of course, is 
that Hanson’s art was neither unintellectual and 
historically slight, nor glorified waxwork art for 
the self-congratulatory hoi polloi. He is among 
the most vital artists of the last century; I am 
not a sculptor but I know an enormous amount 
about sculpture and know that his name should 
ring round the pantheon’s rafters with Judd, or 
Hepworth, or Smithson, or Oldenberg, or 
whomever else you think is the cat’s meow. I 
don’t see Duane Hanson in print enough these 
days, and wonder how many of the artists above 
would admit to his inspiration. 

Sometimes I had no choice and was forced 
to ride the double-decker buses. Occasionally 
finding myself hung over in Hackney (now 
there is a frightening name for a neighbor- 
hood) with not a tube station in sight I would 
point myself in vaguely the right direction, 
wander around hilly, tree-lined streets and find 
a bus stop at some completely random junc- 
ture, wait an eon in the freezing cold, and put 
my fare and eventual destination in the hands 
of the driver. It remains a miserable and humil- 
iating process, but once on board, and upstairs, 
and with a front row seat, well, it’s the best, 
man, just the greatest. Off we would rumble 
back to the middle of town and grousing about 
the stupidity of bus riding disappeared. My bus 
rides took place on early Sunday mornings and 
New Year's Days, foggy but triumphant returns 
from new parties with new people in new 
neighborhoods, reveling in my own odor, my 
inevitable brush with alcohol poisoning and 
social success. Up there I was like Lord Nelson 
on his column or William Penn looking down 
from City Hall, the king of the moving castle, 
elevated above the city that belonged to him. 
And I was in motion, too, which those stone 
guys never get to do. The comfort and gentle 
pace of bus riding gave me a way to negotiate 
with the city on an emotional level. The noisy 
overload of street level shuffle or futuristic cap- 
sule life of the underground prevented me from 
talking to the city, from asking it questions. 
Riding a bus was a conversation between two 
willing participants. I was comforted and I was 


educated. I believed for the first time that one 
day I would have something to tell the city 
after all it had told me. And I will, you know, I 
will soon. 

My, lest corny reminiscences overwhelm 
me entirely, let’s return to Duane Hanson. The 
1990s Hanson revival as described above has 
led to new ideas and new criticism about his 


Jake and Dinos Chapman: 
Zygotic acceleration, biogenetic, 
de-sublimated libidinal model, 1995 


Ron Mueck: Untitled (Boy), 1999 


place in the evolution of contemporary sculp- 
ture. Rob Storr, writer, curator of the Museum 
of Modern Art and all round capo di tutti capi 
of the New York art scene, as well as former 
teacher of mine, natch, thinks that Hanson’s 
appeal now lies in the fact that his subjects are 
dated, frozen, archaeological artifacts from 
which we shall grow more and more distant 
and thus approach with an historical, intellec- 
tual eye. He believes that Hanson's children 
have been reborn and mean something new 


with each successive birthday. I disagree, and 
I'll briefly speak of Pierre-Jean David d’Angers 
(1788-1856) to make sense of my argument. 
How's that for a surprise witness, eh? Along 
with Antoine-Louis Barye and Francois Rude 
(such a perfect name), this somewhat over- 
looked sculptor came out on top during the 
struggle between the stiff Neo-Classical and 


where his hero resides. He sees him with the 
eyes of the soul ... the artist ... fixes in bronze 
... that noble apparition reflected [by the sit- 
ter] within [the artist’s] soul.” Duane Hanson 
did not do this. He made life casts. 

Hanson's sculptures, if you'll let them, are 
always ready to talk to you. Their by-now peri- 
od dress does not make them alien to us or 
suddenly more noteworthy in the ongoing his- 
tory of art as Storr believes. Not in our lifetime, 
at any rate. They haven't and will never have a 
soul; they will never change or grow. They will 
always be there and they will never diminish in 
meaning. I write about art because art makes 
me feel a little weak sometimes. I am weakened 
by humility in the face of beauty in its purest 
form; that’s good. I am weakened by the per- 
sistence of theory in art and how the insipid, 
stubborn theorizing of intellectuals stands in 
direct opposition to beauty; that’s bad. I don't 
think Duane Hanson sculpture is beautiful, but 
it revives me and makes me strong enough to 
remember beauty and resist ugliness. Hanson 
is useful, and spending time with his sculpture 
is like riding the buses, liberating and invigor- 
ating for the brain. It is painfully intimate, it is 
person-to-person (sort of), but it is something 
you must do. Don’t be frightened of deception. 

If all this wasn’t dopey enough for you do 
let me know and I will write about something 
more facile next month. The last thing I want 
to do is to confuse or upset you. To the good 
reader who told me that all I do is “read shitty 
magazines and pick my nose”, thank you for 
your good-natured and, as it happens, extreme- 
ly adroit insights into my lifestyle. I hope this 
month's installment pleased you more. As for 
your concerns about my agenda to reduce art 


MARKINGS 


aa BY HENRYFLOSS. ~ 


criticism to gossip, you're right, but that is only 


Charles Ray: Male Mannequin, 1990 


half of what these columns are about. I, as it 

Romantic periods of French sculpture. They happens, am good-natured too. But all will be 
revealed. My address is 1221 North Franklin 
Street, Apartment 3R, Philadelphia PA 19122. 
Until next time, let’s stick together, let’s talk. a 
Wilkam Pym 1s a painter living in North 
Philadelphia. Writing as Louis D'Ascoyne 
Mazzini, his bi-monthly pamphlets on fashion in 
the art world are available at Space 1026 gallery 
in Philadelphia and Rivington Arms gallery in 
New York. If youd like a copy, write him a letter 


and say so. Som Sf 7th St 


are an enormous influence on Rodin, an artist 
whose work's magnificent second home is right 
here in Philadelphia and with whom you must 
all be intimate. These romantic guys wanted to 
interpret the soul of the subject in sculptural 
form, not simply to make accurate art describ- 
ing people’s true bodies. David abhorred life 
casts because they are only “casts of truth”, 
therefore not the truth. He said “The eye [of 
the sculptor] plunges into the sublime depths 
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Lodge with a Freemason subscnption. with magnanimity. The Franklin 


pennies as long as the job gets done, For Your $40 gets you 12 issues of THt includes a perpetual subscription to THE 
$15 you get. 6 issues of THe INDEPENDENT, the Rizzo package, plus INDEPENDENT, the Freemason package, 
INDEPENDENT by mail, a stylish pinback = THE INDEPENDENT’s orginal broad and an invitation to dine and converse 
button bearing the image of young — sheet poster, t-shirt, and INDEPENDENT with The Independent's editors in our 
Benjamin Franklin at his press, and an artist Jacob Weinstein’s graphic novel lush offices. Live musical entertainment 
INDEPENDENT sticker to slap on your Dirty Boxes. No ritual of initiation is cocktails and conversation will be pro 


nightstick. necessary vided. All this for one Benjamin 
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DID YOU GET MY MESSAGE? 


SPOTTINGS 


2a BY CHARLIEV « 


soma’ ES co | te 
| won = ~~~ -Pat-Sajak.on-left, Charlie V on right 


from BERLIN, page 1 


run into and nearly trip an elderly gentleman 
with her carriage. She then made a disgusted 
face, as if she was the one who had been 
wronged. 

The energy at the opening was a strange 
mix of museum gala, party, and stock 
exchange. Buyers huddled at gallerists’ tables 
leafing through books of slides and prints. The 
line for beer and coffee was six deep. A striking 
woman in a long camel coat stuttered into her 
cell phone. “Tell Co-Co-Court—Tell Court— 
Tell Courtney—I can’t talk right now—We 
have it in writing.” 

In some respects, collecting of contempo- 
rary art is like speculating in the currency of 
culture. There are those who are wealthy, who 
buy what they like regardless of the artist’s or 
gallery's reputation. Then there are those who 
buy what is likely to appreciate in value, and it 
is this financial gamble, as well as the intangi- 
ble, impossible desire for the new, that creates 
the cult of the undiscovered and fresh that 
powered nearly all conversation leading up to 
and at the fair itself. The fair is a buyer’s mar- 
ket. The variety and amount of work: is 
astounding, oppressive; the array of media is 
almost comical. Searching for a 10,000 euro 
video projection? Try the nice folks from 
Helsinki. Interested in a Sigmar Polke or 
Richard Serra? In the mood for a 17,000 euro 
color print? Want a series done in encaustic? 
Obscenities scrawled in neon? How about 
sculpture, installation, collage, performance 
pieces, t-shirts, wallpaper? You name it, some- 
body’s got it—a carefully selected menu of 
what's new, fresh, original, and exciting. 

According to New York artist Jonathan 
Calm, whom I met at a gallery the week of Art 
Forum, the same people flock to all the fairs. 
The same gallerists, the same artists, the same 
curators, the same members of the press. This 
little traveling circus even brings the same food 
and drink attendants to work the different 
cities. There is, of ‘course, nothing wrong with 
people whose business is art getting together to 
talk shop and make their living. But there is 
something wrong with the way that such 
events, written by and tailored for those peo- 
ple’s needs, script the artists chosen as the most 

remarkable of their generation and the most 
eligible for further funding. Fairs, after all, are 
not open to all people whose business is art. 


At Art Forum Berlin 


There is first the issue of jury selection, and 
then there are the costs. For instance, the 
smallest booth in Berlin cost 3,800 euros, not 
counting additional fees, shipping, travel, and 
hotel costs. And according to Boris Abel, of 
Abel Neue Kunst (Berlin), many of last year’s 
attendees lost too much money to return to the 


fair for another go this time. Just renting space 
to stand in at London runs to nearly 6,000 
euros. Luckily for the public, plane tickets are 
somewhat cheaper. 

At the time of this writing, strangely 
enough, sales for Berlin gallerists were 
rumored to be much better than those of the 
international visitors. Abel said that unlike last 
year, when many of the Berlin gallerists had 
“long faces,” this year they seemed satisfied. 
That may not be good news for the future of 
Art Forum; the home team needs to show up, 
but the visitors need to win if they’re going to 
fly back for another game. Attendance was 
down this year, as well, a factor that will only, 
really be meaningful after the response to the 
Frieze is measured later this month. 

I asked Judelson if he liked coming to 


The fog machine was a hit. 


Berlin, regardless of the market. “Oh yeah, I 
love it, I love being a prisoner for six days,” he 
retorted. Then he paused. “You know why I 
come to Berlin? Because I like being in Berlin 
for a week.” a 
But the hype is only concerned with what 
is new, and most of it has left Berlin for 


eae 


London. Newness, after all, is a scarce and 
fleeting thing. Catching a glimpse of some- 
thing resembling it, even under the circum- 
scribed conditions of a hundred booths, 
requires one’s eyes to adjust to a kind of night 
vision; the cornea must be numbed before 
works can emerge like a stereogram from the 
white noise of the hall. After the bombardment 
of the first fifty of a hundred stalls, the fatigue 
and overexposure give way to a kind of clarity. 
In my experience, the boring and flat, tired 
pieces become like static that recedes, revealing 
how astounding some of the work really is. 

_. Because the stalls are arranged alphabetical- 
ly-and Lwalked in,reygrse order, this gave, me the 
distinct impression that the letters A through K 
were somehow inherently superior to their 
unfortunate orthographic brethren. Strange as it 


seems, an informal survey of others in atten- 
dance confirmed this alphabetic determination. 

Two Finnish galleries sharing one stall, 
Anhava and Taik, did the refreshing labor of 
picking work that resonated well together. 
While Liisa Lounilla’s Popcorn video projec- 
tion (2001, 4 min, 10,000 euros) used home- 
made Matri- style technology to capture 365 
degrees and Ola Kolehmainen’s c-prints of 
Who's Afraid of Red? and A Concrete Dream 
(2003) played with the perception of architec- 


* tonic structures, pushing them into and out of 


abstraction, there was a continuity of interest 
in stoppages, abstractions out of space and 
time, attempting the perfect understanding of 
a place or moment, an elusive purity, incom- 
plete information that manages to provide 
complete context. The subtle dialogue between 
the works did the job of not only giving one a 
sense of the Helskini scene—aesthetic preci- 
sion, a kind of mathematical discipline, interest 
in architecture of form and space, relatively 
apolitical content—but of making the booth a 
kind of mini exhibition, as opposed to the flea 
market of, say, Koch and Kessau (of Berlin), 
who flooded every inch of wall space with a 
mess of works on paper. 

The true heroes were the gallerists who bet 
everything on their star, like Paris’ Cueto 
Gallery, who represented Jeanne Susplugas. 
The booth, wallpapered* with medical docu- 
ments, featured photographs, insulin guns, and 
a video installation focusing on an ill boy and 
his medical accoutrements, pill regimen, etc. 

The catalogue, available for purchase in 
person and on the web, features five essays: 
Rod’s “Paradigm Shifts and the 
Norwegian Art Market”; Soren Houmann’s 
“Expansion with the Emergency Brake On: 
The Danish Contemporary Art Scene Today”; 
Halldor “High 


Expectations in a Fragile Arena: Reflections on 


Arve 


Bjorn Runolfsson’s 
the Dramatic Icelandic Art Market of the Last 
Ten Years”; and “Young Market, Young Art: 
On Contemporary Art in Finland” by Andrea 
Holyhen. It sells for twenty-three euros, only 
ten more than the price of an entrance ticket. 
Not all the art is represented, but there is an 
excellent index of galleries. 

I would say it bears all the marks of a remu- 
nerative long-term investment. # 

Christine Smallnwood 1s currently living in 


Germany. 
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A BICYCLE? 


KNOWLEDGE OF THE CITY? 
Raw WILL & Fury? 
SPARE TIME? 


Then send your resumé & 
two writing samples to ‘ 


intern@philadelphiaindependent.net. 


DOWT FORCE 
THERE 


ME TO co 
AND MA ME BKK 


garyPpante 


SODALTINE 


Te Fantastic VUntage 
St cD dd Handmade clothe 


37n3" st 


i ° q 

Philadelphia! 107 off : 
tre-set i 1-5 hwith ths hl covpen/ ; 
( SOOAF ING of YER, 

Ceatheemetetsien)) Gee aie te ci 


21S SF4 912 


KE YOU GO TO 
ricom / 


OCTOBER 2003 


‘ee 


THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT 


QUETTES & COKEHEADG 


NEXT ONE’S THE BIG BAT MITZVAH 


GENERAL 


ADVERTISEMENTS 


WANTED: ADVERTISEMENTS, PRO- 
JECTS, PROSPECTUSES, MAPS, PLANS, 
SCHEMES, MANIFESTOS, CHARTERS, 
FLYERS, PLEAS, ASSOCIATIONS, THE 
FUTURE, &C: DEAR PHILADELPHIA: The 
General Advertisements section of the paper 
can make your dreams come true. This is the 
place to announce what you're doing, about to 
do, or hope to do, or are considering doing. An 
army 10,000 strong will gather behind you. 
Your in-box will overflow with offers of assis- 
tance from heads of E.U. countries. If you need 
help, ask for it. If you have help to give, offer it. 
The General Advertisements are like the 
NASDAQ of yesteryear, a special place where 
any kid can walk in with a half-baked piece of 
cockamamie (or a legitimate, fully-baked, 
sober and rational plan) and bluff his way to 
millions, Millions! This all was once a flyer. 
Post your flyer here. Take a breathe and sum- 
mon the thing into being by enunciating the 
words that will make it real. I urge you, I urge 
you strongly, to take advantage of this opportu- 
nity immediately. Send your FREE GENER- 
AL ADVERTISEMENT to ads@phindie.com 
by 5pm to run in our November issue. There is 
no limit on length but we reserve the right to 
edit but only rarely do we exercise this right. 
We're also taking ads for stuff for sale, rooms to 
let, shout-outs, loVe yous, hate yours, help 
wanted, etc. Thank you in advance for your 
prompt attention to this matter. Use the classi- 
fied as a message in a bottle, cast into a gray 
paper sea; or an inky footprint on a gray paper 
moon. It matters not, as long as you send your 
free classifieds to ads@phindie.com. 
Immediately. Now. Thank you for your prompt 
attention to this matter. Sincerely yours, 


Henry FLoss, Auxiliary Classified Compiler 
&C omptroller. 


APARTMENT FOR RENT: 2 bedroom apartment 
available nov. 1st in northern liberties. it has a wash- 
et/dryer, a deck, wall to wall carpets’and is very near 
2nd and spring garden street and is convenient to the 
subway. No pets. It is $895/month and open house 
info is available at www.geocities.com/gasheart or call 
215-485-1015 

ART CLASSES: Applications for an After-School 
Intensive for high school students now being accept- 
ed. Classes begin Tuesday, October 7. This eleven 
week dynamic includes practice in studio work ethic, 
weekly museum explorations, art writing, criticism, 
and theory, and exposure to a young and fresh con- 
temporary insight on making art specifically in 
Philadelphia. Artist Elizabeth Rywelski has developed 
a curriculum to further develop individual style and 
outlook. She is currently seeking to form a very specif- 
ic group of bright, interested, and creative young 
adults. For more information please contact: 
Liz@space1026.com or call 267-968-9670. 
ARTISTIC RENAISSANCE: Two weeks ago I came 
home and the tape on my rickety old answering 
machine was blinking bright red, full. Justin's voice 
came on and at a near screech said, “Jan, we have to 
make this happen.” He breathed twice in the course of 
the fifteen minute message as he told me how we had 
to get Philadelphia businessmen and brick layers to go 
to work with paint on their pants, how we had to make 
one thousand statues and line them up on Chestnut 
Street, like birds on a wire. How we had to get every 
Philadelphia musician, band and pot banger out on the 
street corner and simultaneously fill the city with a 
great cacophony of sounds. So, we organized a meet- 
ing. Two weeks ago thirty people met in Rittenhouse 
Square to discuss the ignition of a great cultural “ren- 
aissance.” It was a call to arms. Or hands at the very 
least, to make art on a mass level. The idea is that 
artistic consciousness should be a key component of 
the social standard for living. Art and culture should 
be shared by everyone. The group strives to motivate 
the creation of a street-level context for creative pro- 
duction and in so doing be the foundation of commu- 
nity. It should be a renaissance because of 
Philadelphia's rich cultural history. Walking along the 
pot-holed city pavement, one can sometimes catch a 
glimpse of the wooden roads and mason work of the 
past. Perhaps in folding back the asphalt of history to 
reveal our city’s cultural foundations we can proceed 
with a greater consciousness. Maybe we can find a 
communal spark that has been so lost in the bustle of 
spins, shorts and dot-coms. The meeting was a great 
popcorn pot of ideas. The West Philadelphia fruit- 
truck donated two boxes of grapes for the event. 
Participants munched and offered lofty philosophical 
goals and their practical application. Ideas included a 
destination-less mass group walk around the city, in 
which everyone takes a ten minute turn as leader. Ten 
people could play Beethoven's Ninth Symphony in 
Rittenhouse Square simultancously, everyone in a dif- 
ferent key and time signature. And a big parade! 
Children could create their own floats and art. What if 


everyone held the pitch A440 for a day, passing it 
the street? There will be a 
activities 


along to and humming on 
community message board, on which ideas, 
and ongoing projects can be posted. If successful, the 
group hopes to attain non-profit status and petition 
the mayor for abandoned buildings to convert into 
community centers and all ages music venues. The 
next meeting will be held on Saturday, October 18 at 
5:30 p.m. in Rittenhouse Square with others to follow. 
Please come! Everyone is welcome! For more informa- 
tion, email hugerenaissance@macmail.com. or call 


215-382-5099. 
ARTISTS: Need slides made of your work? Art of all 


shapes and sizes expertly photographed for document 
or applications to school, grants. Reasonable prices, 


friendly service, Call 267-973-9508. 
. : this newspaper. 


Issue 1 $15. Issue 7: $10. Issues 2, 3 & 6: $5. Issues 
4,5, 8,9 & 10; $2. First ten issues: $35. Send check or 


money order payable to The Phila. Independent to 
1026 Arch Street, Philadelphia, PA, 19107. 

BAND: Invisible Bullies. rc@philadelphiaindepen- 
dent.net 

CIRCUS CLUB N' FORMING: Jugglers, dare- 
devils, slight of hand enthusiasts, acrobalancers, one- 
trick ponies, old washed-up vaudevillians and anyone 
with a trick up their sleeve. Meet me at Clark Park in 
the big bowl between 43rd and 44th streets, 1 block 
south of Baltimore Avenue (closest to Chester 
Avenue) on Sundays from 11-1 p.m, excluding 
October 12, when I will be on holiday. If you need to 
tie up your donkey at my house email 


janmichael@earthlink.net. 
DATA WANTED: We really, really need you to fll 


out that survey on Page 5. We're still learning how to 
perform our jobs properly, and if you mail us your 
completed survey, our curve will rapidly steepen. 


Thank you very much. 
FAI rp WAN TED: New couch is missing leg and 


tends to wobble on starboard side. Looking for husky, 
overweight, or just plain fat child to stabilize couch 
with their heft. Will provide couch, free light, and the 
occasional movie or magazine. Hours are flexible but 
would prefer someone available on weekends, nights, 
and other usually unstructured periods of time con- 
ducive to the art of sitting. Pay is negligible or nonex- 
istent. If you are interested, or know of someone who 
may be interested, or would like to volunteer someone 
you know, with or without their consent, please email 
jw@philadelphiaindependent.com 

FOR SALE: Typewriters. Ten of them. They are all 
on the verge of working. Most just need a new ribbon. 
They date from the 1940s through the 1970s. For 
more information, email thecolor12@yahoo.com. 
Queens, The Dead Martyrs, Fashion, Rolodex. Milk 
Masters, Pearl, Large Lotus, Meats on White, The 
Stubble Savior (the Beards), Pleasantries, Yellow Fog, 
Specimens and Cases, Fossils on Display, 
Paleontological Expeditions, Linnaeus’ Birth, Sans 
Sandwich, Theater of Insects, Pliny the Elders Pasta 
Party, Beast, Birds of Venezuela, The Time Meridian, 
Henderson's Lima Bean. 

Alfah the time, and Allah the people Osama the time, 
but you cannot fool Allah the people Allah the time. 
FREE ORIGINAL MUSICAL COMPOSI- 
TIONS ON CASSETTE: Announcing a new CAS- 
SETTE-only music service. THIS IS NOT A MIX- 
TAPE SERVICE: ALL ORIGINAL COMPOSI- 
TIONS. Friends? Enemies? Secret Admirers and/or 
Crushes? Send them a ballad to let them know. 
Announce your entrance in style with a new theme 
song to blast from your boombox. Blast your political 
opponents with a scathing musical send-up. Annoy 
your neighbors with a sonic boom of noise and aggres- 
sion. Pump up the party with one of our scientifically 
formulated party songs, guaranteed to move the mass- 
es (the secret is in the beats). Anthems, instrumentals 
and even spoken word. Whatever floats your boat. We 
will even do sea chanties. Send your comissions 
including any instructions (e.g. theme, lyrics, instru- 
ment requests, length, style, etc.) to: occupational_ath- 
lete@yahoo.com. Songs may take 1-2 weeks from date 
of request to arrive. Free, for a limited time only. 

job that doesn't quite make ends meet. I am unhirable 
in corporate culture because of my full time job status. 
I am looking for something interesting to do with flex- 
ible hours. I have a broad range of skills and talents, all 
of which you can exploit if you are willing to give me 
some needed cash. Some of my past jobs and interests 
are described on hetp://www.fortunecity.co.uk/melt- 
ingpot/ben/501/, but as you will see web design isn't 
really one of them. If you need any help writing a 
resume and cover letter, urban planning consulting, 
freelance art, or any other creative proposal that will 
get me some fast cash contact Justin Dula at justindu- 
la@yahoo.com. 

{ IAN WA : UncleFucker, the world’s 
only heavy metal bluegrass extravaganza, needs a banjo 
player for a national tour supporting Mindless Self 
Indulgence. We leave October 20, return December 
23. We need someone between 25 and 38 years old, a 
quick learner and team-player who's willing to dress 
and enthusiastically act the part. We have CDs, mer- 
chandise, and some tour support. Visit 
http://www.unclefucker.net and email 
eee for more information. 

Y VENUE: Are you planning a house show, but 
don't have a house? How about a house party? Are you 
awesome? If so, please send a letter to Rex Rawkus c/o 


The Phila. Independent, 1026 Arch St., Philadelphia, 


PA, 19107. We will work something out. 

per in your shop. Papers will be delivered cheerfully 
each month. email re@philadelphiaindependent.net to 
discuss terms. 

I N ¢ Sourcebook o 
American Chatter (SAC), a journal of linguistic detri- 
tus, is currently accepting submissions for it's second 
issue, “Letters.” The SAC is looking for letters of every 
type, including (but not limited to): love letters, busi- 
ness letters, letters from summer camp, "goodbye cruel 
world" letters, letters to politicians, form letters, fic- 
tional letters, heartbreakingly funny letters, letters to 
General Manuel Noriega, letters to Santa Claus (you 
get the idea). Both new and old letters are encouraged. 
Everyone who submits will get a free ice cream cone! 
Ok, this is highly unlikely (but it's the thought that 
counts, right?). Please email all submissions and/or 
enquires to sac@space1026.com. You can also mail 
submissions to: Sourcebook of American Chatter / 
1026 Arch Street 2nd Floor / Philadelphia PA 19107. 
The submission deadline is December 15th. Early 


submissions are appreciated. 
“D: We want more writers 


to write for this newspaper. Otherwise it will get stale, 
Maybe you could help? Turn to Page Two. Read what's 
there. Then drop us a line and join up. We especially 
ople outside of the city/state/counry. 
=: Join the largest online student activist 
database: www.campusactivism.org. Find contacts, 
groups, people, speakers, resources, events and more! 
We're aiming at nothing less than to spark a powerful 
student movement that will fight for justice every- 


where, join us. 


THE AFFECTED PROVINCIAL’S ALMANACK 


2a BY LORD WHIMSY wm 


+ THE WHYS AND WHEREFORES OF BLUE COLLAR DRAG 


or, how we might mitigate the SLUMMING ETHOS found in the crippling PROLETARIAN BEVERAGE PHENOMENON 
currently inflicting our youth; also, a brief meditation on the futile search for AUTHENTICITY. 


(Fig. 1) depicts the current emblem of the regressive societal trends that have 
defined the past thirty years in western popular culture. The youths no longer 
crave sophisticated quality beverages like Noel Coward's favorite, the “Bull Shot” 
- or Lord Whimsy’s preferred beverage when he visits the American Bar at the 
Savoy in London, the “Blushing Monarch”. Instead, their coarse leanings allow 
for no better than a tin tube that contains a lukewarm, fetid broth! Furthermore, 
many spry pseudo-proles seem to brandish said cans with an unseemly pride, 
careful not to obscure the telltale label with their fingers so that their trucker- 
capped comrades might bear witness to their implied solidarity with the working 
class (Move over, Little Red Book!). One has to wonder if a cheap beverage of 
this sort could maintain its present allure if it was served exclusively in a 
nondescript glass. Oh, how a lack of quotation marks around something (a) can 
kill its pleasures! 


If this trend for desiring swill follows through to its logical conclusion, we; shall 


“all be faced with what the destitute minions of New York's Bowery in the 19th 
Century called “all-sorts”, served by sucking a hose from a large communal vat 
in which the dregs from customer's half-finished drinks were poured. Patrons 
sucked down the vile mixture until the next wretch would grab the hose, like 
dirt-caked piglets scrambling for purchase on a great infernal teat! 


(Fig. 2) depicts a proposed first step in reforming the tastes of our young people 
which is similar in method to that of training wheels on bicycles. The gin- 
blossomed manufacturers of these cheap hop squeezings could be compelled to 
redesign their containers to have stems (b). This added feature will hopefully 
ease the transition from a clawlike clench to a more genteel cradling of one’s 
drink, surreptitiously improving one’s demeanor. A predilection for beverages of 


low birth might then eventually give way to the more refined, lyrical delights of 
effeminate drinks. Goodbye, TV Guide. Hello, Paris Review! 


This swill-swigging phenomenon seems to be merely a symptom of a hunger in 
many circles for “authenticity”, for a lack of a better term. It is quite 
understandable that those of us who are sensitive to aesthetic matters would be 
drawn to things that contain within them evidence of humanity, history or 
imperfection in an age that seems to standardize, flatten and forget at an almost 
frantic pace. Given the harsh, empty alternatives, many opt for things they 
perceive to have a greater degree of “humanity” or “honesty” within them 
However, what might begin as a somewhat sincere effort to search for that which 
is “authentic” will almost invariably turn into an undertaking as contrived as the 
nonsense one was trying to avoid in the first place. Ultimately, the search for 
authenticity becomes superficial, and one should be aware of this from the 
outset. When one places a set of quotation marks around something, one 
inadvertently places a set around one’s self as well 


And so, we revisit one of Whimsy’s maxims: it is better to be deeply superficial 
than superticially deep. In the end, it seems that genuine contrivance is the only 
true authenticity. So enjoy those scratchy phonograph records, vintage clothing 
and all things musty — I know I do - but one might be wise to chuckle at one’s 
self and his or her well-intended folly, for self-awareness is alw: 


Ss a more 
preferable alternative to self-consciousness. Affectation and artifice are part of 
the human condition - but let us appropriate that which might appeal to our 
higher natures, and not needlessly debase ourselves in the name of a fool's 
errand. So sayeth Whimsy! 


©2003 Mankton Art Co. 


All rights rexerved. 


*» NOW THAT YOU ARE A MAN «© 
or, a YOUNG GENTLEMAN'S GUIDE to the proper grooming of one’s FACIAL HAIR 


A MAN’S BEARD is the equivalent of a moose’s antlers or a lion’s mane — it 
marks the owner as an adult male of the species — and as such, is of special 
interest to the female of the species as to how it is groomed and maintained. 
If you find the frequency of your shaving regimen to have increased and has 
become a daily ritual, then you are to be congratulated! However, the young 
gentleman will find some of the changes in his body to be disagreeable in 
nature, and so Civilization has provided those who have passed through the 


Portal of Maturity with the gift of HYGEINE, so that he might keep his 
natural musks at bay whilst using his facial hair as an effective aerator for his 
scented oils or perfumes. It is with sadness that | must confess to seeing 
many young men who have left their faces grow fallow, and have yet to 
master the blade, wax and scissors that are the tools of proper grooming. And 
so, I supply this key in the hopes that the young lions among us will get their 
manly affairs in order. 


2 


C& CHART KEY @D 


In order of hirsuteness: a.) Sideburns, b.) the Captain Kirk; ¢.) the Mango, or 
Josephine Baker; d.) the Poirrot; e.) the Chin Curtain, or the Jock O' Paddy; f.) the 
Petit Goatee; g.) the Anchor; h.) the A La Souvarov; 1.) the Handlebar Moustache; 


J.) the Franz-Josef, k.) the Mutton Chops, 1.) the Handlebar and Chin Puff, m.) the 


Napoleon II] Imperial, n.) the Friendly Mutton Chops, 0.) the Balbo, p.) the Goatee 
q@.) the Hulihee; r) the Short Boxed Beard, s ) the Van Dyke, ©) the French Fork 


STRONG BLOW LEAVES 
DIAMOND DAVE 
BLEEDING & DAZED 


Do NOT Imitate Antics of 
Former Van Halen Frontman 
The Stage is NOT a Circus 


2a PHOTOS BY THOM LESSNER #& 


musician was struck on the head during a 

rock-&-roll performance in Abington late 
last month. David Lee Roth, formerly of the 
band Van Halen, found himself bleeding from 
the head at the Keswick Theater after practicing 
what appeared to be martial arts moves and 
brandishing a sword onstage during the song 
“Jump.” The singer, who will turn 49 this 
month, received twenty-one stitches and can- 
celled the remaining dates of his tour due to the 
injury. We now present photographs taken live 


at the event as a public service and stern warn- 
ing to any Orpheus thinking of engaging in 
foolhardy acrobatics. # 


Diamond Dave takes the stage, his right 
Clearly in great shape, he laughs and smiles good- 
heartedly and gets the crowd psyched | for fun times. 
He holds a fan's cellular phone in his left hand. 


“Oh raise em up there,” demands Roth in “Yankee 
Rose,” “let's see who salutes, baby!” Quickly, the 


uth pasty male arms raised 


entire front row floods 
to the sky. Note the classic combination of a fifth of 
iskey and the crotch of David Lee Roth. * 


While 
the keyboard solo for * 


ries im 


les the 


crowd with moves De crt t from Ats confem— 


porartes in the 1980s, but from mysterious kung fu 


1s a master, Roth 


masters of the 1600s. By no 


accidentally hit himself just abor 


Bleeding and dazed from the blow, Roth goes on 
with the show, periodically holding a cloth to his 
forehead and sheepishly smiling in embarrassment 
Now see him scream in triumphant bloodied joy, to 
the delight of fans who remember'the time he rode 
a surfboard suspended from the cetling. You've got 


to roll with the punches to get to what’ real. 


THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT 


OCTOBER 2003 


FOOD DOES NOT GROW ON 


COOKING WITH SAL 


2m BY SAL RAZAVI «~ 


evised from a high yield of tomatoes, this 
| Dea is a unique fusion of Japanese fla- 
vors and the ubiquitous red summer fruit grown 
across the Delaware River. This season pro- 
duced a late crop of fine Jersey tomatoes, and it 
would be a scurvy-inducing shame not to take 
advantage of this bounty of Vitamin C. This 
fine combination of vegetables both domestic 
and imported, combined with tasty noodles and 
tossed with a tangy vinaigrette serves as a per- 
fect supper on a day off from the crushing grind 
of labor either manual or intellectual. 
With sensitivity for the lonely eaters, this 
recipe is given for a single, though plentiful, 


serving. To provide for a special someone or 
someones, simply multiply the ingredient 
quantities by the number of eaters. Similarly, 
extra servings can be prepared for next-day 
leftover consumption. 


INGREDIENTS 


+ Japanese Buckwheat Noodles (also 
called Soba) — one bunch (a package 
contains about six bunches) 

* Celery — a single stalk 

] * Chinese cabbage — about five leaves 

* Tomatoes — four fresh, baseball sized 


Soya VINAIGRETTE 


* Garlic — two cloves 
* Olive oil — four tablespoons 


* Balsamic vinegar —two teaspoons 
* Soy sauce —four tablespoons 
* Hot pepper 


COOKING INSTRUCTIONS 


BUCKWHEAT NOODLE: 
.Prepare a single bunch of Buckwheat noo- 
dles according to the directions. 
Chop up the celery into real small pieces. 
Julienne the Chinese cabbage into fine 
slivers. Dice those tomatoes into bite- 
sized rectangles. 
When cooked a/ dente, the noodles need 
to be cooled. This is achieved through a 
clever use of tap water. Either use a colan- 
der-soiling yet another dish—or run water 
directly into the once boiling pot, stirring 
the noodles with tongs and removing 
them when sufficiently chilled. - 
Drop the noodles into a bowl. Add the 
vegetables in alphabetical or chromatic 
order. 
Pour the vinaigrette on top, and use tongs 
to pull the noodles from the bottom, there-" 
by mixing the ingredients. 
Again with tongs, portion out a serving on 
a plate or in a bowl. 
Using a fork, pull food from the plate to 
your mouth. Chew each bite into a fine 
mash to avoid indigestion. 


SOYA VINAIGRETTE 

Mince the garlic teal good. Just keep on 
mincing carefully and methodically until 
the resulting pieces can hardly be recog- 
nized as garlic at all. 2 
Put the well-minced garlic into a cup of 
some sort. Combine the remaining ingre- 
dients, stir it up a bit, and it’s ready. 
Pleasingly simple. #~ 

Sal Razavi serves junk free food at Salsolito Café. 


DAN Murpuy 


The band Friends Forever perform at Clark Park late last month. 
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you know it, the Stalin-worshiping Baathist 
party that misruled Iraq was melded, in the 
popular mind, with the Allah-worshiping 
fundamentalists who crashed U.S. airliners 
into buildings. Sixty-nine percent of the pub- 
lic continues to think that Hussein played a 
role in the Sept. 11 attacks, according to a 
Washington Post poll published Saturday— 
though even the White House has no evi- 
dence that he did. 

That belief is a big reason the public still 
supports the muddle we've made in Iraq. 

The hawks, remember, said that Iraqi oil 
revenues would pay for reconstruction, that our 
soldiers would be welcomed as liberators, that 
we wouldn't need other nations’ help in remak- 
ing Iraq into a democracy that would be a bul- 
wark against terrorism. 

All those claims now look as substantial as 
the weapons of mass destruction. 

Before the war, critics overestimated the 
difficulties of invading and conquering Iraq. It 
turned out Hussein's army was a pushover. 

But the White House badly underestimat- 
ed the difficulties of rebuilding Iraq. These 
were the confident guys who, four months ago, 
put Bush in a flight suit and declared “mission 
accomplished.” 

Accomplished, baloney. 

U.S. soldiers are dying in ones and twos 
and threes, week after week—more since Bush 
,declared an end to major combat on May 1 

| than were killed during the invasion. 

Generals are telling Congress that U.S. 


forces are straining to meet the needs in Iraq 
and Afghanistan. 
Bush has finally put a price tag on a year’s 


“ occupation—$87 billion. Add that to $79 bil- 


lion Congress approved earlier for the war and 
initial post-war expenses. Thanks to the relent- 
less tax cuts, we'll be leaving this debt to our 
children. 

Now Bush, without saying he made a mis- 
take, has gone to the United Nations to ask for 
help in pacifying and rebuilding Iraq. 

Here's the tragedy of it. After 9-11 we had 
the whole world’s sympathy. We could have 
gone after the terrorists—the real terrorists— 
without resorting to distortions, hyped threats, 
shifting rationales. 

We could have kept the world with us. 
Bush I did that in 1991, getting allies to pay 
$60 billion for the Gulf War tab. The United 
States paid just $6.4 billion. 

Now Bush II has created a self-fulfilling 
prophecy. > 

On 9-11, 2001, Iraq wasn't the front line of 
terrorism. But we smashed into that country. 
And, in deposing a wretched regime without 
enough allies or realistic postwar plans, we've 
created a vacuum that terrorists are flocking to 
fill. 

On 9-11, 2003, Iraq indeed looks like ter- 
rorism’s front line. F 

And our dollars and overworked soldiers 
are out there, without apparent end. #& 

‘Howard Goodman is a columnist for the 
South Florida Sun-Sentinel, where this article 


first appeared. He was a staff writer at the 


Philadelphia Inquirer for fourteen years. 


FINDINGS 
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IT thing that Potlation (ROsM A 
herts the envireiav+ by Les WED Wes 


Siving Ons als, Beal cope) 
Sick oie = = : You Dity 
-H-Co pen Te.4-), 


found at 25th & Poplar streets found at 622 S.18th St. 


I WERE A BOAT OR I STARTED 
CHANTING, "I CAN SAVE MYSELF. 
I CAN SAVE MYSELF™ ... 


Sten ey eheeee 


found at 30th & Market streets found at 210 Vine St. 


Lovey Mavyw 


al 


Sound at 13th & South streets 
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excelsior 


"The SUV is fueled by oil—in other words, by drops of blood. 
The bicycle is fueled by food—in other words, by rays of sun." 


—DAOUN CHOWTER 


& enNSYLVan, 
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city records .com 


BICYCLES TO TRAVEL FAST, OR FAR, OR BOTH 
AVAILABLE AT 


TROPHY BIKES 


C2) 


OLD CITY PHILADELPHIA. 


<Z) 


311 MARKET STREET. 
OPEN 11-7 MON-FRI. 9-5 SAT-SUN. 215.625.7999 


WWwW.TROPHYBIKES.COM 
touring, single-speed and  fixed-gear bicycles a specialty 


we upgrade and repair all quality bikes 


, The MARVELOUS! 


records // comics // books 


208 S. 40TH ST. // 215.386.6110 


records.comics.cds.books // new.used.bought.sold 


Pe NOUIDIGONE 


art/design network 


Visit INLIQUID.COM, your central 
nonprofit hub for the visual arts, and 


¢ VIEW the work of over 140 inde- 
pendent visual artists from 
Philadelphia and beyond 


¢ USE our site,s free visual arts 
resources and listings 


* READ and REACT to our articles, 
reviews, and features 


* APPLY aé an artist and show your. 
work to a world-wide audience 


Founded in 1999, InLiquid is a 501(c)(3) artist 
membership organization, enhancing our cre- 
ative community with both web-based and 
real-world exhibitions and events 


= www.inliquid.com 215.592.1310 
123.N, Orianna Street Philadelphia, PA 19106 


"WE'RE NoT 
PRETENDING" 


1214 SANSOM STREET 
PHILADELPHIA, PA 19107 


215.928.8118 
Fax: 215.928.0656 


WWW.FERGIES.COM 


Bobby Puleo’s collection of art 
created in the streets and pulled out of the gutter 


Opening: October 3rd—6 PM 
Show runs through October 31st. 


Space 1026 
1026 Arch Street 
Philadelphia, PA 


www.space1026.com 
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Moonstone Readings 


AT ROBIN’S BOOKSTORE 


108 S. 13TH STREET, PHILADELPHIA, 215-735-9600, 
www.robinsbookstore.com 

Books & Events for Independent Minds from Phil 

Free and open t 


telphia’s Oldest Independent Bookstore 


Monday, October 13, 7 p.m.—Fiction. 
Meri Nana-Ama Danquah, editor of Shak 
Trees A Collection of New Fiction and Men by 
Black Women ($24.95, Norton). This anthology 


showeases the new generation of black women 


Wednesday, October 22, 7 p.m.—Non-Fiction. 


Rita M. Ippoliti author of Fading ine ace ($19.95, 


Kryos). At forty years old, this middle-aged woman 


took to skydiving and was reborn in the process 


writers in the decade since Terry MeMillan’s novel 


Thursday, October 23, 7 pan.—Fiction. 
Breabineelee 


David Garrett Izzo, author of A Change of Heart 
($20.00, Gival). A historical novel about Aldous 
Huxley and his cirele, which ineluded Isherwood 
Auden, and Spencer ; 


Wednesday, October 15, 7 p.m.—Non-Fiction 
Ewuare Osayande, author of Black Anti-Ballistic 


Missrvess Resisting War, Resisting Racism. ($10.00, 
Undaground) 


Wednesday, October 29, 7 p.m.—Fiction. 
Stephen Elliott, editor of Politically Inspired. 
($21.00, MitAdam/Cage) A collection of original 
short fiction inspired by the news : 


Thursday, October 16, 7 p.m.—Poetry 

Daphne Gottheb, author of Fina/ Gir ($12.00, Soft + 
Skull). This brilliant dissection of American popu- + 
lar culture—in the form of a poetry collection—is — Thursday, October 30, 7 p-m.—Non-Fiction. 

Dan Rottenberng author of In she Kingdom of Coal: 
the plot of a archetypal slasher movie. The collee- 4 merivan Family and the Rock that Changed the 
tion traces the history of the femme fatale in a World ($29.95, Routledge). The story of coal 
through the cyes of nwo families—one the mag 
nates, one the miners 


named for the “Final Girl,” the last girl left alive in 


sequence of poems and stories 
over five generations 
Tuesday, October 21, 7 p.m.—Non-fiction 

Helen H. Helter author of Footprinss on the Land 
($25.00, Barnstable). Fitty-two first person accounts 
of experiences with race and racism in the U.S 


™ Friday, October 31, 7 pm 
Fiction 

Marin Harry Greenberg author of 
Vampire Slayers ($8.99, Gramerev) 


Tuesday, October 21, 7:30 p.m.—Jazz. Stones of the brave and bizarre 


Hlamson Ridley Jr is sixty-five vear old today, He will 


warnors who take it upon them 


play some of his favonte records. Come celebrate with us! selves to fight Vampires 


; 
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BREW YOUR OWN DRINK | 
i] 


Res Get three quarts apple cider. We recommend 
Reading Terminal Market. Add twelve whole 
cloves, one stick of cinnamon, a quarter teaspoon of 
ground nutmeg and a drop of vanilla extract. Bring 
everything to a boil in a big pan. Strain and serve. 
While you're still warm with the drink, head outside 
and fill a trash bag up with clean and crispy leaves. 
Spread them over the living room floor, Roll around for 
a while. Place three of the best leaf specimens into an 
earthen bowl with seven pumpkin seeds and one minia- 
ture Three Musketeers candy bar wrapper, Pour in the 
remaining cider until the bowl is full. Place in the back 
of your freezer, Wait six months. Find someone who 
will appreciate this gift, and give it to them. 


Pi consortium of brave gentlemen who ignited the 
wave of re-interest in Northern Liberties by estab- 
lishing a fine bar there, the Standard Tap, have now 
brought their sensibilities even further northward. 
Johnny Brenda's Tavern, long dormant at the comer of 
Frankfurt and Girard Aves., has now reopened—with 
the same name—under new said ownership. While its 
interior design is far more understated than the Tap’s, 
Johnny Brenda's dark wood walls and small, cafeteria- 
like tables make this Fishtown outpost an equally pleas- 
ant place to drink. The main room is anchored by a sin- 
gle, red-felt pool table and the requisite jukebox. The bar 
itself extends throughout the entire space into a semi- 
separate (and much quieter) back room, dimly lit and 
perfect for conversation. A notable move: there is a sec- 
ond full tap in the back half of the bar, so if you are chat- 
ting quietly at a table there, you don't have to brave the 
crowds or the pool sharks to get another pint. Drink 
prices are similar to the Standard’s. 
Eat: Side Walk Sweet House @ 148 N. 10th Street 
WwW: out Ting Wong. You think you rule the block 
in your fancy red vests, but Side Walk Sweet is 
right on your tail with all the basic elements: Run by a 
mom and her two kids, Nickelodeon on the Toshiba big 
screen, clean open seating with numerous condiments, 
fast, cheap, tasty, they remember you, they lent me a 
dime on my second visit. You'd never do that for me, 
Ting Wong. Value. Side Walk Sweet means value. 
Breakfast: One dollar gets #1, Dou Fu Dessert w. 
Honey Ginger Sauce, a full pint of fresh tofu with sweet 
syrupy topping. $1.25 gets #2, Salty Dou Fu Dessert , 
topping the tofu with salty pickled vegetables. Lunch: 
$3.00 gets #16 Beef Chow Fun Soup, a quart of hot 
broth with sliced beef and vegetables and a Big Mac- 
sized styrofoam box of silky white noodles. Ding Ho 
Noodle Co. sells the same noodle box for $2.00! You 
can't touch these values! Dinner: $4.00 gets #30, Soy 
Chicken with Rice, a big old hunk of bird fresh off the 
wood chopping block on a mound of rice smothered in 
drippings. Haven't tried the many condensed milk, bub- 
ble and shake beverages yet, but they're a popular choice 
and appear wholesome. Use caution when ordering 
gristly “Beef Stewed” dishes, and extra caution consum- 
ing such dishes in public. 


FALL DAY 


COOK YOUR OWN FOOD 


tae ae eee 


VEGETARIAN SCRAPPLE 


2a BY SARAH CAIN 


This recipe makes two 8-inch loaf pans. 


INGREDIENTS: 
24 oz. Seitan, Upcountry Brand Regular Tamari 
Flavor ground up in blender, marinade reserved. 
1 1/2 quarts mushroom broth 
2 cups Rohrer's Mill Roasted Corn Meal available at 
the Penna. general store in the Reading Terminal 
1/2 cup buckwheat flour 
1/2 box Bell's Poultry Seasoning 
1/2 cup sugar 
1/4 cup corn oil 
1/2 teaspoon salt 
Lots of ground black pepper until your arm is tired. 
To PREPARE: 

In a large soup pot, stir seitan into rapidly boiling 
broth, and when it comes back up to a boil, tum the 
flame down to a simmer and slowly add the corn meal 
and flour, making sure to stir away any lumps. 
Constantly stirring, add all other ingredients. It should 
be rather thick at this point. Cover and simmer for fif- 
teen minutes. When you lift up the pot lid, be careful, 
the mixture might bubble up and splatter onto you. 
Stir it down, and pour it into two greased loaf pans sit- 
ting on wire cooling racks. Let it cool completely, 
preferably overnight. It will set into a firm loaf, suit- 
able for slicing. At this point you must make a choice. 
You can either freeze it, refrigerate it, or cook it. 

To Cook: 

Heat a heavy skillet on medium-high, and then 
add a generous amount of olive oil or corn oil. Let it 
get nice and hot. Cut the scrapple into 3/8" thick 
slices and fry until crispy, turn and do the same thing 
to the other side. It will then be cooked through. 

To SERVE: 

Serve it with Pennsylvania real maple syrup (or 
not), next to some fried Farm Fresh For Chefs eggs 
and you've got a real feast. #~ 


NY FALL DAY 


KILL YOUR BETTER SELF 


NG give great testimony, Everybody says so. You're 
up around 200 now. Why not quit at the top of 
your game? You may be the star, after all, but they've 
got your picture now, and the long chain of obscure 
nouns (bands, books, movies) that make up the DNA of 
your soul, and they're running their own logo on top of 
it all. They're name-dropping you. They're sitting in a 
board room right now trying to figure out how to make 
money off of everyone you've given them and every- 
thing you've told them. Your disappearance may touch 
off some kind of cascade effect and the evening streets 
could once again be filled with flesh-and-blood people, 
crowds the likes of which haven't been seen since early 
2003. If none of this makes sense to you, you're hired. 


TUESDAY! 


CAMPUS HI-JINX 


1 


lOCcr, 
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Music: Jai Alai Savant, Hail Social & S Press 
| Mitten Hall @ 1913 N. Broad St., 7 p.m., $5 
| Fe some time Tuesday has been the new Sunday, 
which had earlier replaced Thursday as the new 
Friday. This is the Tuesday that you'll want to visit the 
all-night fluorescent glow of Temple University’s main 
campus for an evening with five fine bands; the three 
listed above plus November Kills and Escape Engine. 
This may your last chance to see the focused bulldozer 
| that is S Press perform until the spring, as they're about 
to scatter themselves all over the continental states for 
| hibernation, quietly awaiting the release of their new 
EP from My Pal God Records, soon to be known as My 
Pl Gd Rerds. 
Lecture: Anne Carson @ Bryn Mawr College 
Thomas Great Hall, 7:30 p.m., Free 
oet and classicist Anne Carson will read from her 
work at the Thomas Great Hall at Bryn Mawr col- 
lege, and tomorrow she will give a talk entitled “Exits 
and Entrances: A Praise of Sleep” at Haverford 
College’s Guest Center. Carson, widely regarded as 
both an iconoclastic scholar and inventive poet, infuses 
her art with her academic work and vice versa. Her book 
on the sixth century Greek poet Simonides and the 
20th century German poet Paul Celan, called Economy 
of the Unlost, is especially awesome; Talmud-like, it 
draws figures separated by great expanses of time into a 
close and illuminating orbit. Anyway, her talk is bound 
to be pretty weird but probably insightful too, so if you 
only attend one lecture on modern poetry and the 
ancient world this year, this should be the one. 


=> WEDNESDAY 


‘T. ON MASS OBSERVATION 


Lecture: Barry Schwabsky on Gillian Wearing @ the 
Institute for Contemporary Art @ 34th & Sansom 
streets, Tuttleman Auditorium, 7 p.m. Free. 
chwabsky writes for ArtForum and teaches at the 
University of London. “Mass Observation,” an exhi- 
bition of Wearing’s video art and photography, runs 
through December 14. 


SATURDAY 


OCT. SPIRAL Q’S PEOPLEHOOD 


= 
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Lecture & Parade: Begins @ Paul Robeson House @ 
4951 Walnut Street at 1 p.m. and promenades to Clark 
Park at 45th & Chester streets. 

his afternoon the streets of the western portion of 

our city will fill with a vast platoon of puppets, 
some as high as three stories and requiring an entourage 
of escorts and ‘handlers. Each of these charming beasts 
represents a part of the city. When the parade reaches 
Clark Park, a pageant will ensue in the verdant bowl, to 
be followed by a feast, and possibly a film screening. 
Visit www.spiralg.org to learn more about open 
Wednesday and Saturday puppet-building workshops 
which will take place before this event, where you can 
learn valuable paper-mache skills that will come in 
handy for the Advanced Halloween (see below). 


Q WEDNESDAY| 
P<: "WHERE'S BROOKLYN AT? | 
Reading: Christian Parenti, Robbie Conal & Henry 
William Brownejohns @ the Brooklyn Brewery, 79 N. 
11th Street, Williamsburg, Brooklyn. Take the L train 
to Bedford Ave. Presented by The Brooklyn Rail & THE 
PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT. 7 p.m., $3,21+ 
M: Brownejohns won't be there in person, but the 

rest of us will, and he's promised to write a text 
expressly for this occasion which somebody will read 
aloud, most likely Lord Whimsy or the poet Ish Klein, 
although neither of these is confirmed at this time. 
We've heard Brooklyn (Williamsburg especially) has 
really been coming up lately in a big way, We're excited 
to meet all of the Young People of Today in their fancy 
clothes and see what all the fuss is about. It is important 
that we make a good first impression. We ask that you 
bring a small gift. Gentlemen, please wear a jackets and 
a ties. Keep your shirt tucked in an do not unbutton the 
top button until 9:30 p.m. Ladies, nice dresses and 
white gloves to the elbow, Parenti is the author of The 
Soft Cage: Surveillance in America From Slavery to the 
War on Terror. Conal is the author of Artburn, and was 
called “American's foremost street artist” by the 
Washington Post. , 


FRIDAY 


CLOCK IN THE HOLIDAY 


OCT. 


The Advanced Halloween. Free. 
Huw is the only carnival day in our holiday 
cycle, a day when normally rigid social hierarchies 

are inverted and the very young are allowed to congre- 
gate and roam while visibly displaying the tools of petty 
vandalism. You should take advantage of the year’s 
strangest day. However, it doesn't take much courage to 
throw on a tacky costume and stumble around a dimly- 
lit bar. There are fifty-one other Friday nights where one 
can engage in that sort of behavior. Instead, put your cos- 
tume on at dawn, We recommend a paper-mache animal 
head. Empty the litter box, walk out the door and get 
some coffee. Follow the first person you see to their job. 
Hi there. I'm the new temp. Do you like my costume? 
Music & Dancing: Hollerween @ 800 N. Franklin 
Street. Approx $5-$8, 21+ 

t takes a wrought-iron smirk to spin Outkast’s 

“Bombs Over Baghdad” while live on the television 
screens at the bar, bombs are dropping on Baghdad, trac- 
er fire flickering across the black screen like a raver’s glow 
sticks. But the Ukranians are a people accustomed to 
laughing and dancing through the worst of times, even if 
they have to wait in line for a short while to do so. 


SATURDAY 


SABRE-TOOTHED TALK 


1 


NOW. 


Lecture: Dr. Robert T. Allen of the Academy of 
Natural Sciences on evolution @ The Wagner Free 
Institute of Science @ 1700 Montgomery Ave. 2 p.m. 
Huts of wooden oxblood seats surround a lecture 

table worthy of a Dutch Master. Dr, Allen knows 
his alpha level taxonomy of the arthropod (non-insect) 
Class Symphyla, and he likes to share 


SUNDAY| 


cde A SAM OF ALL TRADES 


Music: Wrangler Brutes, City of Caterpillar, The Rah 
Bras, The Casual Dots @ The First Unitarian Church 
@ 21st & Chestnut Streets, 7:30 p.m., $8 

am McPheeters of Wrangler Brutes is kind of crazy. 

One time he was in Philadelphia with his former 
band Men's Recovery Project and he played a Casio 
keyboard for about a minute and then a television 
played a video cassette of bears dancing for a while. It 
must have played for a long time, because I left after 
about forty-five minutes and it was still going. The man 
also does a pretty mean impression of Patrick Henry. 


TUESDAY 


ONE FIRM SPOT TO STAND 


Citywide lever-pull. Free. 18+ 
f Philadelphia was the 
tribe of Israel, this would 

be Yom Kippur. Show up or 

else!) When we see you 
tomorrow morning and we 
ask, you better say you went. 

For information on polling 

places, methods and times, 


visit Www.seventy.org or 


look inside today’s Ingutrer. 


TUESDAY 


A MAGICIAN NEVER TELLS 


Lecture; Anthony Santomero, president of the Federal 
Reserve Bank of Philadelphia @ Penn, 200 College Hall. 
Free. Visit http://humanities.sas.upenn.edu to register. 
conomics in a nutshell: The closer you get to the 
Big Secret of how the Whole Thing Really Works, 
the more the Big Secret will pay you (cf. Grasso, Tyco, 
Arbusto) to keep the simple truths to yourself, and the 
harder you'll have to think before uttering acceptable 
sequences of sounds and utterances that will pass as 
explanations for exactly what you do at work every day. 
From the press release: “In ‘Great Expectations,’ 
Santomero will discuss the power of people's beliefs and 
expectations from an economic perspective. These 
beliefs have far-reaching impact on how our nation's 
overall economy performs, as well as on the effective- 
ness of decisions made by policymakers.” Spendid pat- 
ter from one of our most accomplished Three-Card 
Monte men. We suggest you leave your beliefs and 
expectations at home, along with your wallet or purse 


a 
O 4 FRIDAY 
0% SCULPT BRONZE & BIRD 
Art: “Mokita” Opens at Space 1026 Arch Street, 7 p.m. 
Garr Billy Blaise Dufala has credentials. He lives with 
a beekeeper. He built his room out of found scraps of 
wood. From the press release: “...will feature a Thanksgiving 


‘dinner’ catered and performed by the artist.” We'll be there, 
desperately trying to pry the quotes off of that free meal. 


FRIDAY 


HORSE ACTION 


NOV. 


Film: The Devil, Ea Introduced by Richard Hell @ 
International House @ 3701 Chestnut St., 8 p.m., $6. 

hekhov once said “Critics are like flies that keep the 

horses from ploughing the soil.” Today, the culture farm 
has been overrun by all manner of mermen, centaurs, 
chimeras, and platapae. With this many Frankenstein beasts 
sewn together from the mangled limbs of Critic, Artist, 
Editor, Professor, Point Guard and Curator in Chief, it makes 
one long for Chekhov's simple taxonomy. Take the winter 
2002 issue of Bookforum, for example. In this issue of 
Artforum’ sister literary publication, the writer and critic 
Richard Hell (better known as a member of the rock and roll 
bands Television, the Heartbreakers, and Voidoids) reviewed 
The Conversations, a then-recently published collection of 
interviews between poet and novelist Michael Ondaatje and 
film and sound editor Walter Murch, who worked extensive- 
ly with Francis Ford Coppola on The Godfather to Apocalypse 
Now, and who met Ondaatje during the making of Anthony 
Minghella’s film The English Patient, which was based on 
Ondaatje’s novel, and which Murch edited. Who cares? The 
only thing this sort of interdisciplinary-crossmedium-name- 
dropping orgy makes clear is that Checkhov’s fly-on-horse 
distinction has flown out the window. This is some goat-on- 
mule-milking-rooster-while-mosquito-talks-to-turtle- 
about-collaborating-on-new-D]-Spooky-documentary crazy 
farm action. It seems like everyone's having a great time, and 
the farm has never been busier, but uhh ... who's ploughing 
the soil these days? This Novemeber the International House 
brings Richard Hell to introduce Robert Bresson’s ‘70s film 
masterpiece, The Devil, Probably. Hell has been wniting about 
film for years now, and unlike the Bookforum piece, this is a 
natural pairing. The film follows a disenchanted street youth 
as he stumbles through a world of fallen ideolgies amid stock 
footage of everybody's favorite ecological, military, and social 
disasters. This is a world Hell is all too familiar with, and 
hearing him discuss Robert Bresson promises to offer some 
good old fashioned horse-on-horse husbandry 


SUNDAY 


SKI MASK WAYS 


9 


Film: “Unprecedented: The 2000 Presidential Election.” 
@ The Rotunda, 4014 Walnut Street. Free. 
his should be a rousing pint of venomous truths for anyone 
who needs another reason to subdue and destroy the net 
work of wicked men who now control the world 


O MONDAY 


MORE GUNS THAN ROSES } 


Lecture: Gerry Adams @ the Hyatt Regency 
201 S. Christopher Columbus Blvd. 6 p.m. $25. 
T: cree doote ny share na kione croutagh. Sure, sure, but 
when kind hearts are in short supply, crafty heads 
can pull off some pretty sweet shit. See, for ex: 
Gerry Adams, the leader of the Sinn Féin pa 
Ireland, who remade himself from rising enforcer of a 
violent, paramilitary splinter group int ¢ leader of a 
legitimate nationalist political party. For the last three 
decades, Adams has been a key figure in the continuing 
attempt to reconcile the ethnic and political conflicts in 
Ireland. Though he swears he was never a member of 


| the Irish Republican Army, he nevertheless rose to be 


the head of its political wing, and has pushed ever since 
fora political resolunon to the conflict, instead of a mil- 


itary one. Gandhi, however, he ain't 


UNDERGROUND 


hardc 
classic 


wa = i 
trance house drunté-bass 


The 


4014 Walnut Street 
Philadelphia 


O[UN[IDA 


BoeieeS FEAtALS 


TE STREET 
BUCKS COUNTY 


Events for All Ages 


Fri. 10/3 at 9pm: Vitamin D’s Pre-Fest Showcase, w/ 
World Beat (world fusion), Midnight Rebellion (reggae) 


Sun. 10/5 at 7pm: Bread and Puppet Theater Performs 
Insurrection Mass with Funeral Marches for Rotten Ideas 
(non-religious service w/paper mache gods, fiddle sermon, 
in which a rotten idea is figuratively buried) 


Thu. 10/9 at 8pm: Aviary 3, et al. (experimental rock) 


Fri. 10/10 at 8pm: Be Careful Little Hands, National Eye 
Cynthia G. Mason Trio, Carolynne McNeel [April Disaster 
(indie/singer-songwriter) 


Sat. 10/11 drs 7pm: Engine Down, the Panthers, 90 Day Men, 
Sunken Ship Rests; $8: Benefits WQHS (wqhs.org) 


Sun. 10/12 at 7pm: Screenin of “Forgotten Summer,” 


troduced by Dir. & Prod. 
Affican American struggle % 


Jufian Berrian; chronicle of . 
r equality and self-preservation 


during summer of 1919, despite over 24 race riots in U.S. 


Mon. 10/13 at 7pm: the Great Clearing Off, Fighting Dogs, 
Hands Up You’re Free, Sound of Failure 


Tue. 10/14 at 9pm: 
USsiladonakillz, c64, 


Dross:tik Records USA Tour, w/ Skeeter, 
Dev79 (ragga breakcore/noise/idm) 


Wed. 10/15, 4-6pm: "Creating Health with Kind Cuisine and 
Conscious Living-a recipe for balancing mind, body, spirit 


(info on natural foods, environment, 


health, etc., w/ 


cooking demo and food tasting for all - from The Kind Cafe) 


17 at 8pm: Gate to Moonbase Alpha monthly series 
Ai (ambient/experimental/psychedelic visuals) 


Sat. 10/18 at 6 


m: Sick City Showcase-A SICK HALLOWEEN 


This fall, give in to 
monsters 
shadow 
and vampires... 


Gachantes 
Sables rTP) 


Nineteenth-Century 
Photographs from 
the Collection of 
Maurice Sendak 


January 4 


Devil with a Hammer 
in his Hand 
The Monsters of Samuel Yellin 


October 21 - February 29 


RELEASE THE BATS 


A Dracula Film & Cultural Festival 


ROSENBACH 
2008 Delancey PI 


MUSEUM & 
215.732.1600 


LIBRARY 


wiww.rosenbach.org 


UPCOMING EVENTS 
10/23 Reorpe Ckaniey rcet 


ne and more. Introd 


ion by 


11/1 Spoken Word Showcase and Open Mic 


featuring Kelley }, White, Natalie C. Felix and 
Stephanie Duran. Hosted by Michael Grover 
(MuseumOfPoetry,com) 


41/41 Anyssa Kim: Performance Artis 
Rt Twist 


Fly By Night I 


11Hh9 Jonathan Wilson: Novelist 
Author of The Hiding Room, Schoom and more 
Hosted by Max Apple and co-sponsored by the 
UPenn Creative Writing Program 


John Kinsella: Poet 


11/24 


All KWH events are free and open to the public 


«mplete calendar, visit ow 


ser) )! 
cust Walk 


Philadelphia, PA 19104-6150 

(215) 573-WRIT 

whewriting upenn.edu 
httpy//wwwenglish upenn.edu/-wh 


3805 Lov 


1508 South St. Philadelphia, PA 


Fri.10/10- 


(215) 545 0475 


215 FESTIVAL- Neal Pollack Invasion w/ The Fantastic 


Ben Brown -Steve Almond -Christian Bauman -T. Cooper - Mary Kim Arnold and Matthew Derby 


Sat.10/11--- 


215 FESTIVAL- feat/ Johnny Temple ( Girls vs, Boys) 


Sara Sherr - Mark Sullivan 3rd -Sponsered by Akashic Books 


Sun.10/12 
Tues 10/14-- 


7PM-Ellery Eskelin -Andrea Parkins Jim Black 


Joe Russo and Benvento Duo 
10PM-A ROCK TITS EVENT Free! 


The Ben Edwards Trio -PW Long & Real foot -The Tights (ex. mae pang) 
HOLLY GOUGTHLY -KO & The Knockouts -D) Sara Sherr 


JACOB FRED JAZZ ODYSSY 


HOSTILE CITY SCOOTER CLUB presents -The Phobes -The trauma Queens - DJ's Brother Gieda 


OCTOBER 23 
DJS TIM LOVE LEE & DEADLY AVENGER 
SPIN TRIP-HOP & FUNKY SOUL 


Wednesday October 8th 7:30pm 


MR QUINTRON & 
MS PUSSYCAT 


bulb/skingraft recs 


back together! 
Thursday October 16th 7:30pm 


PRETTY GIRLS 
MAKE GRAVES 


Matador / Lookout Records 


JREWING OIL 


si.norway level plane. holland 
Sunday October 19th 3:30pm 


ANTI-FLAG 
PAINT IT BLACK 


Monday October 20th 7:30pm 


RO PRODUCTIONS 


At The First Unitarian Church 
22nd and Chestnut. Philly, PA 
www.rSproductions.com 


Thursday October 23rd 7:30pm 


APPLESEED CAST 


tigerstyle records 


MERCURY PROGRAM 
MASERATI 
Friday October 24th 7:300m 


THEMSELVES 


Anticon. Feat Dose-One and Jel 
Sunday October 26th 7:30pm 


MINUS THE BEAR 


6x botch. suicide squeeze 


THESE ARMS 
ARE SNAKES 


6x botch. jade tree 


THE VELVET TEEN 


Monday October 27th 7:30pm 


THE WEAKERTHANS 


7PM-Ars Nova presents -Harris Eisenstadt’s Jalou w/ Roy Campbell 
Paul Smoker -Andy Laster -Taylor Ho Bynum 10PM- Odean Pope 
BENJ LEE and the AC UNIT-Free! 
MISCHIEF NIGHT NIGHTMARE! w/ CARNIVAL OF SHAME & THE BLESSED MUTHAS 

ATH ANNUAL BROS. SUGARILLO HELLOWEEN PARTY w/ The Paul Green School of Rock 


epitaph records 


MARITIME 


the new promise ey / 
dismemberment plan band 


Wednesday October 29th 7:30pm 


AESOP ROCK 
MR. LIF 
MURS 


def iux / bazooka tooth tour 


k & the Str8 Razors, Famous in Vegas, Select68, 
4, Neo Budgets (ex-Dead Milkmen), Suspect Device 


i 8pm: Animus, Azhia, Nyla, and D.J. Omar 
(ieiid fusion/Middie Eastern/Greek/+ belly dancers) 


Sat. 10/25 at 8pm: Linguistics Open mic for all performers 


-2am: The Gathering (breakdancing/graf/ 
Thu. 10/30 \opmic for MCs/turntablism/DJs) 


CANNIBAL OX 


nyc. third world music 
PUMPKINHEAD SOUL PURPOSE 
Tuesday October 21st 7:309m 


AGAINST ME 


fat wreck 


LAWRENCE ARMS 


Sun.10/26-- 
Thur. 10/30- 
Fri. 10/31 


—— 
Every Mon-7pm-Shakey Lymon & Justin Kolb play the blues FREE! 
Every Tues-A Rock Tits Event-DJs spinning the BEST rock FREE!!!! 
Every Wed-No band, No DJ, just the best jukebox in town FREE!! 


KITCHEN OPEN SPM-1AM EVERY NIGHT 


Admission is FREE unless otherwise noted 
More Info: 215.573.3234, 
www.foundationarts.org 


—~-- 


THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT 


THE BUREAU OF 


UZZLES & GAME 


i 


YOU USED TO GET A DECK OF CARDS ON THE AIRPLANE 


“DESTROY ALL MESSIEURS” 


1. 


The Most Difficult Crossword in the World 


a 


S 


operandi. 


BY JASON E. GIBBS 


53. Cardplayer to the dealer's 
right. 
54. Backup strategy. 


~ 


13. Means of remote login. 
21. 
22. 


Tibetan gazelle. 


Cuban dance. 
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for our Beloved Agents of the Bureau.. 


ANSWERS T0 LAST MONTH § NOODLE EXERCISE 


THIS MONTH'S WINNER: 


Strangely, we recieved fewer than fifty 
entries for last month's noodle exercize. This is 
of utmost beffudlement, expecially considering 
the puzzle’s overwhelmingly favorable reviews 
by participants in the Bureau's extensive pre- 
publication puzzle research with several of our 
key focus groups: children, animals of the 
future, and inanimate objects. Agent Ladybird 
was especially enamored with the puzzle, play- 
fully batting around photo samples and con- 
tributing her own nearly indechipherable but 


56. Diet cola. 23. Consume. undeniably amusing captions. For your per- 
for i ° : sonal enlightenment we have provided Agent 
6. Emeralds for instance. 58. Dr. Ruth subject. 24. Flim follower. Ladybird’s correct answers on the left. 
. Tear ) : : 
a0 eiup 59. Hybrid of a subterranean 25. Mexican snack food. 
14. Grown up. : f 
UP dinosaur and an early sur 29. Bristle 
vee tee USA realist author. 31. Mistake. On Games of Chance & Games of Skill 
16. Wheel COnDEIDE shaft. 64. Repository for relics of 32. Monsieur’s king. ) (eg the mailroom of the Bureau of Puzzles & Games, the favorably and overcame the sports- journalist's spread 
17. Sign of repetition in 3 s organization of which I serve as Chairman, has been inun- Regardless, the participant may well have hit himself in the face 
hes P saints. 33. Dot partner frequently. dated with letters and postcards asking me to institute a Bingo with a hammer while his stack of bills grew taller, while he was 
music % . game. While I welcome input regarding the direction of the “winning.” A game of skill, however, requires a quick and mus- 
: 65. Summit. 36. Flips through pages. Bureau from agents and non-agents alike, I am puzzled by this cular mind coupled with quick reflexes and quicker wits. To 
18. Zi ludicrous request. How could I continue to wear my Chairman's _ succeed in a game of skill, a player must earn her victory. She 
oP: 66. Gummo locale. 38. Loud cry. cap and nametag if I endorsed a round of Bingo, an activity will have wedded mind with body and kicked a ball between 
. ° . i rs Ae, a more suited to petty gamblers and lottery-playing dullards than goalposts, negotiated turns to arrive swiftly at the finish line, or 
19. Spot command. 70. Description of design cri- 40. Nutrition facts info. to the well-tuned and rigorous minds we at the Bureau seek to correctly answered a list of clever questions. Any winnings, 
br 7 = 4 4 serve. Bingo, after all, involves sitting quietly in a large hall, whether in the form of bronze statue, personalized T-shirt, or 
20. Hybrid of a mutated JEcEs teria. 41. Assist. usually of some church, school or fraternal organization, listen- _ kiss on the lips, will serve as a lasting reminder of victory and 


anodon and "Burghers of 


71. Yoda, for instance. 42. Flying saucers. address system, and dropping small plastic discs (or “chips,” as pulling lucky numbers in a game of chance have a fleeting life 
ay py es : they are called) onto a corresponding square on a rectangular span. They are spent quickly and likewise forgotten. We may be 
Calais" sculptor. 72. Atlanta campus. 43. Frank Herbert opus. card, whose cells are identified using randomly generated jealous of this person's luck, but we will never be in awe of his 
23. Newt : alphanumeric coordinates. Often, this activity is accompanied talents 
5 7 73. Jekyll counterpart. 46. Superman nemesis, by the consumption of mind-numbing beverages. In all, Bingo The game, while a noble endeavor, is not an end in itself. 
whey FS ps A 3 is a process of stupefication, through which the player is trained The point of all this gaming, the labor of the Bureau, is not 
26. Dick and Harry partner. 74. Length and width product. informally. to be a submissive, singularly attentive, and altogether manage- aimed simply at play. Rather, we seek to train agents for the 
7 us able and predictable automaton. Bingo, you see, is a mere game crushing and conspiring forces outside of our walls—the so- 
27. Equus caballus commonly. 75. Radio OK. 47. 1984 Ron Howard film. of chance, hardly a game at all. For similar excitement, a Bingo called “teal world.” You'll notice that all Bureau-sponsored 
, . ois enthusiast may as well lie prone in a field and hope to be activities are intellectually and, whenever possible, physically 
Fy “4 Sivi . . : ? 7 
28. Apprehensive interjection 48. Disc type. PRIZES & INSTRUCTIONS devoured by fire ants. At the Bureau, we refuse to recognize the demanding. You will also notice that the world around you is 
30. Quick glance. DOW N i Win Uncle Seb aneIBook Gallet so-called "game" of Bingo as such. For this reason and others, similarly taxing, though its rewards are often less sweet than 
49. Stopped momentarily. in Uncle sebastians book Collection the Bureau always has and always will sponsor and recognize those parceled out by my colleagues and myself. It is our aim to 
34. At the age of, abbr. : x games of skill, exclusively instill agents with a playful attitude and a taste for hard-won 
re Saeed 3 . More, por favor. 51. Loss of muscle coordina- : $ ; A game of chance involves the passive consumption of a victory 
35 "Keep it quiet Wenta f . ur dear Uncle Sebastian recently celebrated his ninety seventh birthday. We haven't seen him in years, but his token or ticket, which one hope : Yours, 
‘ . Lyric poem. tion. kindly nurse practitioner Luke reports that he’s doing “Just great.” Apparently he’s still up at 6 a.m. every morn- than the price paid. This increase in value is reache We neg FA 
musician. b ing, and after a couple of quick laps in the pool and a high-fiber breakfast, he prosecutes the day with a vigor and lust Sse de ac uc aps eae De Conan hes 
. Excavated. 52. Droop. fa life that Id sh i Unf ; “ dith *: blind may have been pulled, or perhaps a football squad performed Henry Fioss, CHAIRMAN, BUREAU OF PUZZLES & GAMES 
7 ag or life that would shame any mere septuagenarian. Unfortunately, age comes with a price, and that price is blindness. ain) e $a; ‘ 
37 SF acious . Radius neighbor. 55. Sibling’s daughter. Thus, Uncle Sebastian, in his seemingly endless streak of rampant profligacy, has donated a small portion of his 
39. Hvbrid of a giant noctur- immense library to our humble paper. Unfortunately we have gone blind as well. Thus, we are giving the books to you. 


nal insect and "Une Saison en 


1 
2 
3 
4 
5. Dark, sweet ale. 
6 
7. 
8 
) 


57. Pugilist. 


Enjoy! 


ing to coded messages through a weak and ineffectual public 


excellence, whereas the crumpled dollars one receives for 


HENRY FLOSS’ MO 


HOw TO GET SAND 


Rip off. 60. California. GRAND PRIZE: To the correct Puzzle with the earliest postmark, FIVE POUNDS OF BOOK & Top SECRET AGENT tiialegics ahaa Fe Ou evour § on 
Enfer" poet. Ak status in the Bureau. Due to our failed eyesight, we have no idea what these books are about, nor can we honestly attest UT OF YOUR SHOES 
. Looks at. 61. One who mimics. to their merit. However, we promise they are rectangular solids, comprised of several quires sewn together between 
44. Sound. Shop eoeAavice firm vellum-encrusted cardboard covers. As Henry Floss trudges lightly through the 
é i c i 3 . aie barren s; nes 0 , 
aseRealtwbad 2~PRIZE: To the first six correct Puzzles postmarked by November 17th, ONE POUND OF BOOK & SECRET AGENT ysttee apes oft Oe eh . = 
? , : Cover a hoof. 63. Nautilus’s captain status in the Bureau eerste TAN faeecee eI HY 3 
i z E “ s 5 beach boot (A), tosses crab (B) into t 
47. Salton Inc. on the : ‘ To Every SINGLE ENTRY: Special Agent status in the Bureau, a PINBACK BUTTON emblazoned with the Seal of (C). Weight of crab lowers bucket, causing 
: ; 10. Basswood 67. Winter holiday drink 5 : . : Be CAS ; y ae bapa sd ; ae 
A 3 ? : x *. the Bureau, THREE OUNCES OF Book, & SPECIAL AGENT status in the Bureau. series of rods (D) to pump boot bellows (E), 
financial page. 11eStone bench: 68. Wrath. Send your completed Puzzle to TPI BUREAU OF PuzzLes & GAMES / 1026 ARCH STREET / PHILADELPHIA, PA per Irthe ft tm Ca bared 
50. Turban textile. P 3 / 19147 with your name, address, and telephone number written on a 3x5-inch index card. And you'd best hop to it, off boot and shake thrice. # 
12. Satisfy. 69. Scottish port town. if you want a crack at the GRAND PRIZE. 


Take a new look 
at Old City. 


Located in the historic 
neighborhood of Old City at 
4th and Vine Street, YorkSqua 
offers contemporary lofts in a 
classic location. 


YorkSquare offers flexible 
spaces, gorgeous living 

and a 10 year Property Tax 
abatement savings. High 
ceilings, gas heat, hardwood 
floor, brick exterior, secure 
indoor parking, balconies 
and rooftop terraces are all 
available for your new home. 


Priced from the mid *200’s to 


ey 


EQUAL HOUSING 
OPPORTUNITY 


re 


Old C 


ity living, new city style. 


_f CONDOMINIUM 


*1M+ 


DEVELOPED BY BERKSHIRE 
CONSTRUCTION MANAGEMENT, INC. 


Design & Sales Center 
205 North 3rd Street 
Philadelphia, PA 19106 
215-922-1320 
www.yorksquarelofts.com 


@ Prudential 


Fox & Roach 
REALTORS” 


"Quality Service Throughout The Year!” 


J-LEX COMPUTERS 


3639 Lancaster Ave. * Philadelphia, PA 19104 


(215) 387-5083 


email: 1969Buick@msn.com 
A Spuial Thanks From (pebf Alexander 


www .standardtap.com 


itchen open everyday at Sp 
brunch weekends from ila 


RICH FRAVEL'S TWO STEPS 
TO PURCHASING A HOME: 


STEP 1:CALL RICH 


RICH 


FRAVEL 


CZ Prudential rox & roach REALTORS 


www.richfravel.com 


Direct:215-440-2083 « 


Office215-627-6005 


An Independently Owned and Operated member of the Prudential Real Estate Affiliates, Inc 


YARN, TOOLS, 


BOOKS, INSTRUCTION.,. 
EVERYTHING FOR THE NEW 


AND TI 


TE EXPERIENCED KNITTER 


ALSO, 


ERIERIERIERIEA EA BAIRA ERR Iea ae Bae 


There’s a lot of big words in this paper. 


Use them at Quizzo, smart guy. 
EVERY SUNDAY AT 9PM 


“UP THIS END” 


EVERY SUNDAY FROM 11:30AM-3:30PM 
SUNDAY BRUNCH 


EVERY TUESDAY 
FLIX @ N3RD PRESENTS FANCYPANTS CINEMA SCREENINGS OF SHORT FILMS 
9PM NO COVER 


iS) is) ES ESA ei) Gas) is) Eas) is) is) 


LATE NIGHT MENU 
SIDEWALK SEATING 
PRIVATE PARTIES 
BUSES WELCOME 


3RD & BROWN STREETS 
NORTHERN LIBERTIES 
215-413-3666 
NORTHTHIRD.COM 


Oy ¢g ® 


215-670-9535 
MAMBOMOVERS.COM 


DOLAN FAMILY REALTY 


215.423.8888 


FISHTOWN, NORTHEN LIBERTIES 
OR PORT RICHMOND 


2017 LOCUST ST. PHILADELPHIA, PA 
WWW. KOSIESYARNCELLAR.COM 
215-977-9276 


4! 


